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FALLING FORHIS CAPTIVE 


When you owe Tommy Lucio money, you pay it back - there 
is no second option. 


If you can’t pay, we have to take something. 


And when Donovan Bianco can’t pay his debt to me I take 
what he values most. His daughter. 


I’ve never laid eyes on Carina Bianco before. 


But I can’t believe I’ve wasted so much time because 
looking at her now, there’s only one thing that strikes me. 


I need to make her mine. 


This stunning younger curvy goddess. She may have started 
as my captive but she’s captured my heart. 


Her father has one week to pay me back what he owes. 

But there’s no way I can let her slip away. 

I will make her mine before the week’s end, forever. 

*Falling for His Captive is an insta-everything standalone 


instalove romance with a HEA, no cheating, and no 
cliffhanger. 


NEWSLETTER 


Get a free, new, original story NOW by joining my mailing 
list and staying subscribed. 


CLICK HERE >> Get a FREE book now 


CHAPTER ONE 


| ommy 


“We can’t have him thinking we’re weak,” I say, shooting a 
meaningful look at Ricky and Enzo. “If he can’t pay, we have 
to take something of his.” 


“Something of value, boss?” Ricky asks. “Like a TV or 
something?” 


I smirk. “No. I don’t want to have to find a place to offload 
his goods. We’re not repossessing. We take something he’ll 
be desperate to get back. Something he’ll pay us quickly 
for, and in full.” 


Enzo nods slowly. “Yeah, like his oven.” 


I resist the urge to slap Enzo over the ear. What is with 
these guys today? I swear, I can’t get good help. “No, not 
his oven. How’s a baker going to make enough money to 
pay us back if he can’t even bake? Don’t be an idiot.” 


“Well, what else has he got?” Ricky pipes up. “I mean, we’ve 
been watching the guy. He’s sold almost everything. He’s 
just got his car, his house, his daughter, that’s it.” 


“Wait,” I say. “What was that?” 


“His car?” Enzo says doubtfully. “Boss, if we take his car, he 
can’t make deliveries either.” 


“Not that.” I stroke my chin thoughtfully. “The daughter.” 


“Oh, yeah,” Enzo shrugs. “Cute little thing. You want us to 
bring her in?” 


“That’s the kind of thing a man will pay to get back,” I tell 
him, with a gleam in my eye. “Oh, and send someone else to 
watch him after you take her. We don’t want him running to 
the competition. I know he can come up with the cash - he 
just has to be motivated. He’ll pay within the week.” 


Ricky and Enzo hurry out their orders given. I retreat to my 
study, where I can get some peace while I go over the 
books. It’s not easy, being the boss of an operation like this. 
A lot of paperwork. I could get an accountant, but I don’t 
trust anyone to deal with the money but me. 


I get lost in the numbers, putting everything together 
manually. We can’t have a paper trail, so I have two sets of 
books, both done by hand so we can’t be traced online. One 
of them has the figures I present to the taxman, with 
income from our many legitimate businesses across the city. 


The other one has the real figures. 


Business is going well this year, but that’s no reason to let a 
repayment slip. When you owe Tommy Lucio money, you 
pay it back - there is no second option. And Donovan Bianco 
is about to find that out. 


“Boss?” 


I hear the yelling from downstairs, floating up through the 
space above the entrance hall. I walk out onto the balcony 
and look down, pleased to see that my men have done as I 


asked. She’s there, a girl dressed all in white, her back to 
me as She tries to plead with them. She’s not bound. It looks 
like they were able to take her without much trouble. She 
has a nice curve to her body, which I can appreciate even 
from up here - the kind of ass you could use as a pillow. 


“I see our guest accepted your invitation,” I say, with a 
heavy dose of smug sarcasm. 


At the sound of my voice, she whips around, staring up at 
me. My breath catches in my throat. I wasn’t expecting this. 
Her blonde hair cut to fall down her back but shorter in the 
front, frames her face perfectly, the locks cradling her jaw. 
She has huge bright blue eyes, the kind you could get lost 
in, though they’re currently sharply and angrily boring 
through me. She’s beautiful - and she has the body to 
match. Under those doll-like features, the voluptuous 
curves of her body seem decadent. 


For a moment I can’t find my voice to speak. I know Ricky 
and Enzo are saying something, but I can’t hear their 
words. She’s stunning - truly stunning. I’ve never laid eyes 
on Carina Bianco before, and I can’t believe I’ve wasted so 
much time. Because looking at her now, there’s only one 
thing that strikes me. 


I need to make her mine. 


No - this young woman, she’s too much. There’s no way I 
could let her slip away. That face, that body, the spirit I see 
in her eyes even in the home of her enemy - I will make her 
mine. 


CHAPTER TWO 


( arina 


I turn at the sound of a voice above me, ready to unleash 
my anger. How dare they do this to me? 


They walked right into my Dad’s bakery and interrupted his 
morning work, my morning work, and grabbed me, just like 
that. They told Dad he has a week to pay or he’s not getting 
me back - as if I believe that. It’s all just scare tactics. And 
they don’t have the right to manhandle me like that - just 
because they work for some mafia boss. I’m not afraid of 
them. If they want me to behave like a good little girl, 
they’re in for a surprise. 


I came quietly enough, so there wouldn’t be a commotion 
outside Dad’s bakery. But I’m not about to take this lying 
down. A whole range of insults and objections flies into my 
mind as I hear his voice, and whip around, ready to unleash 
them - 


And stop. 


For some reason, the words die on my lips. I don’t know 
what I was expecting - some grey-haired, fat old man with 


greasy fingers and a cigar in his mouth? I’ve never seen the 
boss of the Lucio family, but by the way, the men behind me 
refer to him, this is Tommy. I wasn’t expecting him to be 
So... young. 


Well, young is a relative term. He’s still a lot older than me. 
I don’t know by how much, exactly. But he’s hot - much 
hotter than I thought he would be. So hot that he looks like 
he could be a model. Dark hair swept back from a smooth 
and angular face, which doesn’t look hard or arrogant as I 
would have supposed it might. He looks - well, a little like I 
feel taken aback. Was he not expecting me? 


He moves suddenly, letting go of the railing of the balcony 
and walking to the side, down a curving staircase that 
connects the two levels. There’s one on either side, no 
doubt intended to make a grand impression. I refuse to be 
impressed - or at least, I try to. 


But while the building might be fading away in my 
estimation, the man coming down the staircase does not. 
Without the railing, in the way, I can see the sharp black 
suit and tie he wears, seemingly molded perfectly to his 
body. He’s tall, and his body appears well-muscled even 
through his clothes, his arms, and shoulders thick as well as 
his thighs. 


I can’t help but be impressed, at least, by the cut of the suit. 
“Carina Bianco,” he says, almost as if he’s not quite sure. 
“Yeah, boss, like we said,” one of the men who took me says. 


“Thank you, Enzo,” Tommy says, seeming to snap to 
attention as if he’s just woken up. “Good work, both of you.” 


“What should we do with her now, boss?” the other one 
asks. 


Tommy tilts his head back a little and gives me an 
appraising look. It makes me feel like a horse being bought 
at an auction. His gaze travels over me, down my face, and 
over my body - 


And now I don’t feel like a horse at all. I feel like this is 
something different. I feel like... a woman, being checked 
out by a man. In spite of myself, I shiver. This is stupid. How 
can I think that the man who intimidated my father, wants 
to take all of his money, and even had me kidnapped, is hot? 
I need to get a grip. 


“Follow me,” he says, turning sharply to go back up the 
stairs again. 


“Wait,” I protest, as Enzo shoves me from behind - not so 
hard that I’d fall, but hard enough to make me move after 
Tommy. “What are you going to do to me?” 


“Follow, and you'll find out,” Tommy says, casting the words 
carelessly over his shoulder as he climbs up above me. 


“No,” I say, suddenly frozen with fear. Everything about this 
situation just became very real. The three men around me, 
each of them far stronger than I am. This isolated house, on 
the edge of the city, set in an estate of its own grounds, 
hard to escape. The fact that my Dad will be too scared to 
call the police and report that I’ve been taken. “What do 
you want from me?” 


The men push me forward again, and I find myself being 
propelled up the stairs, unable to resist. One hand on the 
flat of my back is all it takes, forcing me forward until I have 
to take a step or fall. 


“T want your father’s money,” Tommy says, mildly. We reach 
the top of the stairs and he leads us along a hall, away into 
a wing so that we can no longer look down on the entrance 


hall, past what seems to be endless identical doors. He 
stops in front of one and opens it, and walks inside, and I 
have no choice but to follow. 


Inside is a lavishly decorated bedroom that looks unused, 
everything in black satin or velvet, matched by dark wood 
furniture. It looks like it suits Tommy exactly, and I have no 
doubt about who was in charge of decorating it. 


Enzo and his colleague shove me into the center of the 
room, and this time I nearly fall flat on my face. I have to 
reach out to stop myself, and my hands grasp onto the 
nearest thing for support. As I right myself, I realize with 
burning cheeks that that nearest thing happened to be 
Tommy. I release my handful of his suit jacket and step 
back, glancing around. He doesn’t even move, just watches 
me passively, dispassionately. 


“Alright,” he says. “Ricky, Enzo. You’re dismissed.” 


I turn to watch the men who brought me in nod their heads 
in short bow-like movements and retreat, shutting the door 
behind them. 


I stare at the back of the door in dismay, realizing the truth. 
I’m trapped in here now, stuck with the boss of a mafia 
family, the very man to who my Dad owes a lot of money to. 


And the fear that started to come over me downstairs 
intensifies until I can barely breathe. I can’t force myself to 
turn around and look at him, no matter how defiant I wish I 
could be. 


What’s going to happen to me now? 


CHAPTER TAREE 


| ommy 


“So, here’s the deal, Carina,” I say, leaning against one of 
the bedposts. She turns around at last and looks at me, and 
I see how pale her face is. She’s afraid. She doesn’t need to 
be, though it might help to keep her in check. Still, I feel the 
need to soften the impact. “Your father owes me a lot of 
money.” 


“I know,” Carina says, instantly. Maybe that defiance isn’t all 
gone just yet. That fire I glimpsed in her eyes earlier 
returns a little. “I do his books. You think I don’t know how 
much you extorted him for?” 


I snort a laugh. “Extorted? He needed the money to keep 
his business afloat. We helped him out when the bank 
wouldn’t. He owes us more than money, Carina. He owes us 
gratitude.” 


“Gratitude?” Carina snaps. “You kidnapped his daughter. I 
don’t think he’s feeling too grateful right about now.” 


“He should because I’ve been very generous.” A spark of 
anger lights inside me, but it’s more than matched by the 


flare of intrigue she causes in me. I want to get to know this 
woman, to understand how she ticks. I want to get inside 
her head - and other parts of her, too. “I could have taken 
his business, demanded him to pay back everything 
immediately. But I want those who live in my city to thrive. I 
want him to keep trading, to get stronger. So, I gave him 
time.” 


“A week,” Carina says, shaking her head. “You’re not being 
generous. You’re being cruel. He won’t find the money.” 


“He won't?” I narrow my eyes. “Then what happened to the 
loan that we gave him for the improvements? Did he make 
those improvements? Does the bakery now run faster, make 
better goods?” 


“Yes,” Carina says, her tone reluctant. “But...” 


“Under the plans that he showed me, Donovan Bianco 
should be making more than enough money to pay me back 
within the week,” I say. “We know that he’s been selling 
things, getting the money back. I don’t care whether the 
profit comes from the business or from the sale of his home 
- either way, I will have it. We made a deal. That’s how it 
works.” 


“It’s not how it works out there in the real world,” Carina 
says petulantly. “Not in the legal world. A bank wouldn’t be 
able to do this - take a person as collateral!” 


“Do you think the bank would give you a second chance?” I 
ask, straightening my head and looking at her fiercely. 
“Anyway, it doesn’t matter now. The deal is done. Your 
father pays up by the end of the week, or he doesn’t get you 
back. Those are the rules.” 


Carina swallows, pausing a moment before she speaks 
again. I wonder if she’s gathering her courage. “What will 


you do?” she asks. “Kill me, if he doesn’t pay?” 


I consider her for a moment. No, I won’t do that. I wouldn’t 
do that. A creature as glorious as this - how could I ever? 
But she doesn’t need to know that yet. She should keep 
some of that fear. If she calls her father and tells him my 
threats are meaningless, then he doesn’t pay. And besides - 
if I have my way, then by the end of the week she won’t 
want to leave anyway. Ever. 


And I always get my way. 


“Maybe,” I tell her. “Maybe not. I suppose it depends on 
your behavior.” 


I leave her with those words for a moment, watching her 
digest and process them. I’m enchanted by every small 
movement of her face, every trace of emotion that passes 
over it. The desire to make her mine is only growing 
stronger by the moment. I dare her to argue back with me, 
to show me that fire again. I dare her to show me that even 
as she may be afraid for her life, she isn’t particularly afraid 
of me. There are not many people I could say that about, 
especially in a situation like this. 


Carina Bianco continues to intrigue me - and I know I’m not 
going to let this week pass by without getting to know her 
more. 


CHAPTER FOUR 


( arina 


I catch my breath at his words. Maybe, maybe not? What 
does that mean? Does he want me to shut up and be 
obedient and quiet so that I don’t make it difficult for him? 
Does he want me to sit in this room and not cause any fuss, 
and wait for my fate to be decided? 


I can’t do that. It’s not in my nature. I will fight every 
moment that I’m here - and if he thinks he can stop me with 
these threats, he has not met me before. 


“So,” Tommy says, with an abrupt change of manner that 
has me startled. He even smiles. “Are you hungry? Thirsty? 
What can I have them get for you?” 


I blink at him. The change is so sudden that my brain has a 
hard time keeping up. “What?” I say, stupidly. 


“Its simple, Carina,” Tommy says. The way he says my 
name this time makes me flush. Carina - sweetheart. He 
says it like the meaning of the word, not a name. “What do 
you need right now?” 


“My freedom,” I mutter, stubbornly. 


Tommy laughs. “That’s the one thing I won’t give to you at 
this moment. But you can have anything else. Did you eat 
breakfast this morning? It’s early still.” 


“T ate,” I say, warily. What’s this about? Does he mean to 
confuse me on purpose? Is this a case of the carrot and the 
stick, both used in equal measure? 


“Pm not going to let you starve in here,” Tommy says, 
knowingly, as if he suspects that I might go on a hunger 
strike as a protest at being kept away from my home. Well, 
he’s right, the thought did cross my mind as soon as he 
brought up food. But I don’t know that I could pull it off. 
After all, food is one of the great loves of my life. One of the 
things I most enjoy. Just one look at me will tell you that. “If 
you won’t have breakfast, then I will at least tell them to 
bring you lunch in a few hours.” 


“So generous,” I say, heavily, so that he knows I’m still 
angry at being here. 


“It’s like I told you,” he says. “I’m very generous. What else 
do you need? You have the bed, are you warm enough? Too 
warm?” 


It seems as though he’s actually being serious. I glance 
around, uneasily. I don’t want to sit on the bed it feels too 
intimate, somehow. “I could do with a chair to sit in.” 


“A chair.” Tommy nods encouragingly. “That’s good. We 
have chairs. I will make sure they bring you one. What else? 
Go on, don’t be shy. Tell me what you need.” 


I sigh. “I need designer clothes and diamond jewelry,” I say, 
my version of flipping him off. It’s the first fantastical thing 
that comes to my head. I could just as easily have asked for 
a Lamborghini, or a new house, or a vacation in a five-star 


resort, or a million dollars. The point is that his question is 
ridiculous. I need to go home. All this fake concern for my 
well-being and comfort means nothing if he keeps me here 
as a prisoner. 


“Alright,” Tommy smiles, with an enigmatic look in his eyes. 
“T can work with that. I’ll make a few calls.” 


I hesitate. He can’t be serious, can he? I wasn’t even being 
serious, and he ought to have been able to tell that. He 
must be joking - playing with me. It’s probably easier to 
pretend to humor me than to argue. I won’t see him again - 
and I probably won’t even get the chair. This is all just a 
game to him. 


But as I watch, he moves toward the door, drawing his cell 
phone out of his pocket as he goes. He pauses right before 
he leaves, looking back at me with a funny kind of 
expression. 


“Don’t go anywhere,” he says, making me want to stomp my 
foot and scream but he’s already gone, closing the door 
behind him. 


I hear only a few words from the other side of the door 
before his voice disappears too, gone, down the hall where 
I’m no longer in earshot. But I’m sure I heard him say 
something about placing an order. That can’t be right, can 
it? He’s just pretending - speaking into a phone that isn’t 
even connected to a call. Playing with me. 


There’s no way he was actually serious. 


Right? 


CHAPTER FIVE 


| ommy 


I make a lot of quick and impromptu decisions, one after the 
other. 


First, that I will give Carina everything she has asked for, 
everything that she could possibly need. I know her father’s 
business, he doesn’t make enough to keep her in luxury. 
She has never experienced it. But I will show her what my 
power buys, everything she could ever desire. By my side, 
she could have everything. She needs to know that. 


Second, I decide that I will cancel my plans for the night. I 
was supposed to have an important dinner, a business 
meeting over food. The kind of thing that often decides the 
nature of relationships with business owners, with other 
families, that keeps everything running smoothly. I had 
already prepared for tonight, I’m ready to present a deal 
that could help out this businessman very much. But I don’t 
care about his needs. Tonight, I will see to my own - a 
chance I rarely take. 


Tonight, I will dine with Carina. She needs to not only know 
my power but my influence, the life I could give her. She 
needs to know me. And that starts tonight, and I know I can 
convince her that this is the life she needs. 


I call out for Ricky and Enzo, they’re always somewhere 
around the house, doing whatever I need them to do. The 
others who work for me are usually out, running businesses 
on my behalf, shaking people down, ensuring that those 
who are in need come to me first. Making our presence felt. 


They come quickly, and I deliver their orders. A boss like me 
doesn't pick up the phone and make or cancel dinner plans 
- he has people to do that for him. I retreat to my study for 
the moment instead, to finish off the rest of my paperwork 
and to finalize the plans for tonight. Carina will be here for 
the week, and there are things I need to do inside that time; 
commitments and responsibilities that I cannot avoid. I take 
care of as many of them now as I can, so I can dedicate 
myself to her. It will be worth it. 


It takes me through to the evening to get it all finished, and 
when I emerge from my study, feeling tired and drained, I 
know I’ve done all I can. Then I straighten my back and nod 
an order at Enzo, who quickly rushes off to the kitchen. 
Tonight’s food has been ordered and prepared as normal, 
but it’s not going to be eaten by a businessman in a 
restaurant. It will be enjoyed here, kept warm by my staff, 
served in her room. 


I feel the tiredness fade away as I stride along the corridor. 
I will see her again, that much is enough to raise my spirits, 
to make me feel that the effort of the day is nothing. My 
steps quicken. I will enjoy this evening very much. 


I open the door and find her sitting in a plush velvet 
armchair, brought here at her request. She just looks up 


sullenly. I wonder what thoughts were going through her 
mind before I entered. 


“Carina,” I greet her. “ You’re doing well?” 


“You could at least let me have my phone,” she snaps. 
“There’s nothing to do in here.” 


“T will bring you something to occupy your time,” I smile. 
“What do you enjoy?” 


“My phone,” Carina says flatly. 


“That is off the table for now,” I tell her. “I can’t have you 
contacting your father. If you simply want to amuse 
yourself, I can bring you something pre-loaded with games, 
books, music. It just won’t be connected to the internet or 
able to make outgoing calls or messages.” 


“You said I could have anything I wanted,” Carina pouts. 
“Anything but your freedom,” I remind her. 


A knock at the door signals the arrival of our dinner. I open 
the door to allow them in. Enzo and Ricky carry a table 
between them, John Twice behind with a chair. At the end of 
the procession comes my chef, with a cart loaded with 
several dishes and a decanter. 


I watch Carina’s face, not my men, as they set up the table 
and chair opposite her, then lay out the dishes, so we can 
dine together. When they are gone, I take my seat and 
gesture towards the table. “Well,” I say. “Enjoy.” 


Carina hasn’t moved a muscle during the whole process 
and now she stares down dubiously at the dishes. “What is 
this?” she asks. 


I laugh. “What do you think? Dinner.” 


Carina leans forward and takes the lid off one of the dishes 
closest to her, and then raises an eyebrow. A Caesar salad 
probably wasn’t what she was expecting, judging by her 
look. Perhaps she thought I was serving up something more 
threatening. 


“If you’re looking for the horse’s head,” I say 
conversationally. “It’s on the big plate.” 


Carina blinks owlishly at me, her face actually shrouded in 
fear. I sigh and roll my eyes. If she can’t even trust that I’m 
not going to do something like that, we have a long way to 
go. I lift the lid myself, revealing a large bowl of spaghetti 
ready to be shared. 


“Oh,” she says. “That was a joke.” 


“I do make them,” I say, though instantly I realize that it’s 
sort of a lie. Actually, I don’t joke very often at all. But I 
want to put Carina at ease, and so I suppose I’m trying to 
use humor to do it. I can’t say it’s working very well so far. 


“Why are you doing this?” Carina asks, lifting the lids from 
the other dishes to reveal a platter of bread with olive oil 
and balsamic vinegar, Bruschetta with red pesto, and 
chicken parmigiana. 


“Your father owes me,” I say. “ You know this.” 


“No, I mean, why are you doing this?” Carina gestures at 
me. “You don’t have to sit and eat with me. Don’t you have 
more important things to be doing?” 


Well, of course, I really do. But then again, important is 
relative, and I can’t think of anything I would rather be 
doing. “No,” I tell her. “I need to eat, like any human. You 
need to eat. This makes sense.” 


Carina makes a humphing kind of noise, I can’t tell if she 
doesn’t believe me or she’s just not satisfied with the 
reason. Either way, I steer the conversation onwards. 
“What do you normally do with your day?” I ask. “What 
would you be doing, if you weren’t here?” 


Carina shoots me a suspicious look. “Why?” 


She isn’t going to make this easy for me. I want to get to 
know her better, but she doesn’t want to talk. I get it. After 
all, I’m the reason why she isn’t enjoying that normal daily 
routine right now. But I will get through to her. “I’m making 
conversation,” I say. 


“You don’t need to. I’m just your prisoner, aren’t I? Let’s not 
pretend this is anything different,” Carina says sharply. 


I’m about to lose my patience. This woman - I can see she 
will challenge me. Fine. I’m prepared to take it on. People 
don’t ever challenge me, not since I first proved myself on 
the streets. She refreshes me. “Alright. What about your 
father?” I ask. If I pretend this is all about the money, she 
might even open up a bit more. “You say you look at his 
books. Can he pay me?” 


“T don’t look at the books,” Carina says scornfully. “I balance 
them. I do all of the accounting for the bakery.” 


I look her over. “ You’re not qualified for that.” 


Carina laughs, a sharp noise. “I’m eighteen years old. I 
went to math class. I’m qualified. We can’t afford to hire 
someone to do it for us.” 


I stifle a chuckle of surprise. She’s feisty, alright, and smart, 
too. “The food’s getting cold, accountant,” I tell her, taking 
the serving spoon and ladling spaghetti onto my plate. “You 
should eat.” 


For a moment she looks like she’ll resist, refuse, but then 
she picks up the parmigiana and starts to eat it. I smirk. 
Looks like I’m not getting any of that dish tonight. I watch 
her eat, almost mesmerized. It’s like poetry in motion. I can 
see she loves food. She loves this food, even if she wouldn’t 
want to admit it to me. I have a great chef, and he works 
very well with traditional dishes. The enjoyment is written 
all over her face. 


I want to see that look on her all the time - for other 
reasons, too. It makes my own mouth water, and my blood 
rush down below my waist. I distract myself with more 
questions about her father, the business, gradually teasing 
out tiny pieces of information about her. What she does, 
what she likes, who she is. 


The more I get to know her, the more enchanted I am by 
her. This woman full of contradictions, feisty and fiery, yet 
nervous, lacking in self-confidence. Smart, but seemingly 
without ambition. She tells me she will stay at the bakery 
and work instead of going to college in the fall. Beautiful, 
voluptuous, and seemingly unaware of it. 


Ambition, confidence, self-awareness. These are things I 
can give to her, more precious than any gift. I will give them 
to her, if not only in the space of this week, then over our 
lives together. Because she will be mine - she just doesn’t 
know it yet. 


CHAPTER SIX 
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After we finish eating, I expect that Tommy will leave. Of 
course, he will. He’s not here for a social visit. He’s trying to 
find out information about Dad’s business. Now that I’ve 
told him everything he’s asked, I’m sure he will leave me 
alone again. 


I wouldn’t be surprised if, tomorrow, my meal is a bowl of 
soup served alone. This whole thing was designed to 
impress me into giving him the insider track. Unfortunately, 
for both him and me in terms of leverage, there isn’t 
anything to tell. The bakery is just a bakery, and Dad will 
struggle to find the money, and that’s it. 


But he doesn’t leave right away. He hangs around, moving 
his chair to sit by the window, still close to me. I watch his 
tall body, the way he moves with a languid grace after 
eating his fill, stretching out like a panther. 


“So,” he says, drawing my attention to his dark eyes. “You 
never answered my question. What would you be doing 
right now, on a normal day?” 


“I don’t know what time it is,” I point out. “You took my 
phone.” 


Tommy smiles, though he quickly hides it. I still catch just a 
moment of it. I think he’s laughing at me. “No watch?” he 
says, flicking his wrist to look at his own, an expensive- 
looking timepiece. “It’s ten in the evening.” 


I look away for a moment. “I would be sleeping,” I say. For 
some reason, I feel tired. It must be because my nerves are 
all on edge. It’s been an eventful day. “We wake early to 
start baking.” 


Tommy nods. “Then I suppose you want to sleep now.” 


I don’t feel it, really, but it seems like the right answer to 
give. If I say yes, then he will leave - or so I expect. He’ll 
leave me here and let me rest, no more inquisition. “Yes,” I 
say, without thinking too deeply - though it’s strange how 
the moment I say it, I feel a kind of regret. 


“Then TIl leave you to it,” he says, getting up with that same 
fluid elegance. He extends a hand toward me, and it takes 
me a moment before I realize that I’m expected to take it. 


As soon as our hands touch, I feel a jolt of electricity run 
through me. It’s as though he shocked me with a hidden 
buzzer. But it’s not that at all. It’s something else - 
something completely unfamiliar. In my shock, I can barely 
react before he pulls me to my feet and then releases me, 
staring down at me with a look I can’t decipher. 


“T’ll see you tomorrow,” he says. A threat or a promise, I 
can’t tell. And suddenly, something catches in my throat. A 
request for him to stay. 


I don’t know what it is. Maybe the touch of his hand 
combined with the danger of the situation, the stress of the 
day. But as he looks down at me, his dark eyes boring into 


me through his lashes, something grabs hold of me. A 
fervent desire - a need for him. I want him, I realize. I want 
him to stay and lay me down on this bed, and... 


Where is this coming from? I keep my mouth firmly shut, 
dropping my eyes to the floor. I can’t want this. Not from 
this man, the man who kidnapped me, threatened my Dad. 
And even if I do - something I can no longer deny to myself 
thanks to the feelings surging in my blood, the way my veins 
feel like they’re filling up with stars - I can’t say a word. 


It’s too forward, for a start. I can’t just jump on him like 
that. And even if I was to do such a thing, what would I back 
it up with? I have no experience. I can’t perform the way he 
might expect me to. 


And he kidnapped me, for God’s sake! 


I turn away, facing toward the bed so that the urge doesn’t 
tempt me anymore. I hear his steps moving away, hyper- 
aware of every sound, and then the door closes behind him. 
A short moment later, the sound ofa key in the lock. 


Tension floods out of me and is replaced by regret. I should 
have said something. I could even call him back - but no, I 
can’t do it. I turn off the lights and fall into the bed instead, 
not bothering to worry about my clothes. It’s not like I 
brought pajamas with me. I lay there, in sudden and 
unfamiliar darkness, and I can’t get the image of his eyes 
nor the feel of his hand out of my head. 


I try to reckon what I would even have done. Told him to 
stay, then looked at him so intensely until he had no choice 
but to kiss me? In spite of myself, the thought of his kiss 
sends my pulse racing, makes me lick my lips, and shift 
uncomfortably. Heat pools in the pit of my stomach and my 
cheeks, burning as I guiltily continue the fantasy. 


I imagine he would be forceful - that he would like to take 
charge. He would manhandle me over to the bed, lay me 
down, strip off my clothes. And, oh... how that would feel 
like. I brush my hands lightly over my breasts, the ghost of 
a touch, thinking about his hands there. 


It’s almost too much to take. The heat builds up inside me 
as I imagine him leaning over me - 


And I stop, rolling over to face the wall away from the door. 
This is so stupid. I can’t even finish the fantasy - I have no 
idea what comes next. I’ve never been that far, and I can’t 
imagine how it would feel, what it would be like. It’s a 
reminder that, next to him, I’m a kid. He probably has so 
much more experience. 


I close my eyes and try stubbornly to sleep, hoping that by 
the time I wake up, I won’t find myself lost in his dark eyes 
anymore. 


CHAPTER SEV EN 
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The determination that Carina will be mine doesn’t fade in 
the morning. It never will. I have my goal. Make her mine. 
And that starts with the first step, letting her know that she 
can trust me, that I’m a man of my word. That I will give her 
anything that she wants. 


I’m awake bright and early, and I guess that she will be too, 
given that she’s used to having to wake up at such an early 
time. I take delivery of the things I ordered yesterday and 
set them up on racks and on a cart with wheels that my chef 
often uses to deliver food to various rooms of the house. 
That done, I enlist Enzo to push them along with me - and 
we move them upstairs, to the hall outside her room. 


I knock loudly. “Carina? You are awake?” 


I hear a rustling inside. I picture her just getting out of bed, 
which surprises me. Perhaps I’m too early. But then she 
replies with a soft yes, and I push the door open. 


She’s sitting by the window in her armchair, one of the 
blankets from the bed wrapped around her. She looks tired. 


It’s probably my fault, but it seems it’s to be expected. After 
all, as she seems keen to keep reminding me, I did kidnap 
her. 


But that discomfort at being here will go away soon. She 
will see how good it is. How happy she can be at my side, I 
just have to show her. 


“What’s this?” she asks, sitting up in her chair and leaning 
forward a little as we wheel everything in. 


“What you asked for,” I tell her with a smile. “I promised 
you could have anything, and here it is. Designer clothes 
and diamond jewelry - that’s what you ordered, right?” 


She gives me a wide-eyed look and slowly rises to her feet, 
dropping the blanket, as Enzo backs out of the room at my 
signal. He leaves us alone together, and I watch eagerly as 
Carina approaches on cautious feet. She’s still wearing the 
clothes from yesterday - of course - and she looks tousled, 
mussed by sleep. 


“You can pick something out to wear today,” I tell her. 
“Everything is yours. If it doesn’t fit, or you don’t like it, I’ll 
have it exchanged.” 


“You can’t be serious,” she says, staring at the rack of 
clothes in front of her. Most of the things are still wrapped 
in protective plastic and tissue paper: gowns, skirts, 
blouses, purses and belts, shoes, boxes of jewelry. I had to 
guess at most of her sizes, of course, but there was a little 
cheating involved. I simply had someone take a look at the 
clothes in her closet at home and tell me what they were. 


“I’m deadly serious,” I say, moving to pull out one gown 
from the rack. “Here. Try it on.” 


“No,” Carina says. It stuns me. I can only stare at her for a 
moment. Of all of the possible reactions I envisaged, this 


was not one of them. 


“Why not?” I ask, at length. I gesture towards the ensuite 
bathroom. “You can have privacy while you change.” 


“Because I don’t want your bribes,” Carina says, then blinks 
and shakes her head. “What’s the point of this, anyway?” 


“They aren’t bribes,” I tell her. “And the point is to show you 
that I was telling the truth.” 


“But it doesn’t make sense,” Carina purses her lips. “You 
wait for my Dad to pay you back, and in the meantime, you 
spend so much money on me?” 


“Much more money, as it happens,” I say mildly. 


“Then what is the meaning of this?” Carina shakes her 
head, with what I realize is something close to fury. “These 
gifts, who are they really for? Because they aren’t for me.” 


“Yes, they are,” I say, cocking my head at her curiously. I’m 
interested in how she thinks, how she came to this 
conclusion. 


“No,” Carina repeats. “Either way, I won’t be leaving here 
with them. I don’t want them. Take them away.” 


“They’re bought and paid for,” I say, but I shrug. “PU leave 
them here. If you don’t want them, so be it. They will go to 
waste.” 


I walk out and leave her. Perhaps she will be more 
forthcoming with trying the clothes and the jewels when I’m 
not there to make her feel shy. There seems to be some kind 
of righteousness in her, but I don’t understand it either, the 
way she says she doesn’t understand me. If she takes the 
clothes and sells them, she can make back what her father 
owes me easily. I wouldn’t be able to stop her. And yet, she 
resists. 


Perhaps I’m not yet anywhere close to claiming her heart. I 
have to hope that she will come around - but I didn’t 
become Tommy Lucio by just hoping that things would go 
my way. No, I have to make plans. 


The question is, what more can I do? I will show her little by 
little who I am and what being with me could mean, but we 
have limited time here. I need to find a new strategy. She’s 
not the kind of woman whose heart can be won just with 
flashy gifts and money. She needs more. 


As I would expect from the perfect mate of my soul, the 
match to my fire. I’ve never tried to win a woman over 
before, and I have to operate by passion and instinct rather 
than experience from the women who are always trying to 
get their claws into me, but I will do it. She’s different. But 
when she’s mine, these gifts will look like child’s play, quaint 
little things that have no match to the luxury I will give her. 


First, we have to get there. And I have to think about what I 
will do next in order to make it happen. 


CHAPTER EIGHT 
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After Tommy leaves, I stare at the show of fabulous wealth 
he’s left in my room. If I’m being honest with myself - only 
myself, because I wouldn’t admit it to anyone else here - I’m 
touched by the gesture. Just like that, he went out and 
hunted down all the things I wanted. Things I would never 
even dream of owning under any normal circumstances. 
Still, I don’t believe that I truly own them. When I leave 
here, he will probably give them to some other girl. I 
haven’t seen him with anyone else, but a boss like him - he 
must have women all over him all the time. 


I try to resist the urge to look for a long while, but I’m 
uncomfortable in my clothes, worn since yesterday. I creep 
to the door and make sure that it is locked - even if it isn’t 
much reassurance, given that the lock is on the other side - 
before looking guiltily at the racks. It wouldn’t hurt to take 
one thing, would it? In fact, it could even be an act of 
defiance. To take from him, to name something as my own, 
even as he holds me captive here. I could spend a little of 
his money, and enjoy it. 


I make a split-second decision and snatch a blouse and a 
pair of jeans from the rack before I can change my mind. I 
rush into the bathroom - which, in this case, has a lock on 
the correct side - and lock myself in, shaking a little at the 
thought of wearing these clothes. 


There’s something to it - the thought of being dressed in 
things that he picked out. That he bought. Almost as though 
he is beginning to own me. I should despise the thought, 
but there’s that rush of heat again - pooling in the pit of my 
stomach. I undress quickly and shower, trying to put 
thoughts of Tommy out of my mind. I have other things to 
think about, like what I’m going to do with my time for the 
rest of the week here, what I’ll need to do when I get home. 


I think of the missed messages I must have, notifications on 
my phone, and shudder a little. At least they say that it’s 
good to take a break from social media. I’m getting that, 
whether I want it or not. 


When I step out of the shower, dry myself off, and reach for 
the clothes, I’m surprised by how well they fit. Like they 
were made for me. Not only that, but I can see the 
difference in quality. How they flatter my body, how the 
materials are soft under my fingers, yet strong and durable. 
I guess you really do get what you pay for. 


I catch a glimpse of myself in the mirror and almost frown. I 
don’t look like me. Well, I do, but a better, more upgraded 
version. I can’t help but find myself warming to Tommy a 
little. Maybe my defenses are down because of how hot he 
is, how easy it is for my mind to drift to fantasy when he’s 
around. I know I shouldn’t feel anything towards him - 
especially anything like gratitude. 


But somehow, I can’t help but view him in a positive light, 
and it’s making it very dangerous for me to stay here, in his 
orbit. 


I sit around, flicking idly through a few of the books in the 
room for the rest of the morning. It feels strange to sit so 
still with nothing to do. I’m usually rushing around trying to 
get the baking done, but now I don’t have anything to 
occupy my time. I don’t dare look over the rest of the 
clothes in case I’m tempted to try them on. The jewelry 
stays firmly inside the boxes. Needing to be dressed in 
clean clothes is one thing - accepting his gifts without 
question is another. 


There’s a knock at the door just after noon and then the 
turning of a key in the lock, and just a moment later, Tommy 
steps through. I see that he’s pushing another cart full of 
lunch - no goons with him this time. Just as well. I still 
haven’t got over the way they treated me, yanking me from 
my home and shoving me into a car. 


“I hope you’re hungry,” Tommy says. He eyes my clothes 
with a sparkle in his gaze but says nothing. I don’t speak 
either. I don’t want him to be any more smug than he 
already is. 


“T’ve hardly had any chance to work up an appetite,” I scoff. 


“I can bring you some activities to occupy your time, if you 
only ask,” Tommy says, with that same mild tone that seems 
to infuriate me so much. He shouldn’t be speaking to me 
that way. He should be yelling, swearing, calling me names. 
It would make it easier to understand how I feel about him - 
replace the want with hate. “In the meantime, lunch is a 
good enough diversion.” 


I barely notice the food as Tommy sets it down on the table, 
then immediately slips out of his suit jacket. He’s wearing a 
shirt underneath that clings to his body, following the 
bulging lines of his chest down over what I can only imagine 
must be six-pack abs. His arms and shoulders look massive, 


and before he sits down I find myself staring and force 
myself to look away. 


“So, what do you need?” Tommy asks. 


“A laptop,” I tell him. “I know you won’t let me use the 
internet, but I can at least use some programs. I’m bored. I 
need something to do.” 


“Alright,” Tommy says. “I’ll bring you one this afternoon.” 


I can’t help it, I love the way he takes care of me. In spite of 
the way I’ve protested out loud, inside I feel something 
entirely different. The way he gives me literally anything I 
ask for and comes to eat with me when he certainly doesn’t 
need to, asks constantly after my welfare. I feel more like a 
princess than a prisoner. But I can’t forget why I’m here. 


“And a notebook and pen,” I say quickly before he can 
object. “And some music. I’d like to be able to play some 
music.” 


Tommy nods. “I have some business early this evening that 
can’t be avoided. But afterward, Illl bring you what you’ve 
asked for.” 


“You could send one of your men,” I suggest. I don’t want to 
wait to have something to entertain myself with. If I’m left 
to my own devices, the only option remaining might be 
daydreaming about him, and that isn’t something I can do. 
As much as I like the prospect of a guaranteed visit from 
him this afternoon, I also want something I can bury myself 
in so that I no longer have to think. 


“Alright,” Tommy says. “I’ll have John Twice come by.” 
“John Twice?” I lift an eyebrow, sure I must have misheard. 


“Its not his real name,” Tommy says as if that must be 
obvious. “He’ll bring you what you need while I’m out.” 


We finish lunch and Tommy gathers himself, putting on his 
suit jacket - a movement that gives me a chance to ogle his 
body under the shirt some more while he stretches up - and 
straightening it out. He leaves the food cart and plates. I 
suppose he thinks John Twice will remove them, and 
besides, I can’t do much damage with just a fork. 


I could certainly try, though. 


I’m alone again until the door opens forcefully, sometime 
later, without a knock this time. Standing in the doorway is 
a man I recognize, he’s been around and about the house 
since I was brought here. I suppose he must be the 
infamous John Twice. 


“Gifts from the boss,” he grunts, shoving a boxed-up laptop 
and pencil case along with a notebook onto the table next to 
the dirty plates. “You must really be something special.” 


“What makes you say that?” I ask, scrambling to my feet 
and moving towards the laptop. I stop just short, there’s 
something about John ‘Twice that frightens me. He’s 
wearing a sneer that seems perpetual, given by the fact 
that he’s been wearing it every time I’ve seen him. I don’t 
want to get too close for some reason. 


“All this cash he’s throwing at you,” John sneers. “Well, I 
guess you’re not bad on the eyes.” 


I feel myself blush deeply. “So, this isn’t... normal?” I ask 
hesitantly. The truth is, I have no barometer for Tommy’s 
behavior. I don’t know if he treats every woman he comes 
across this way - or if I’m the only one. 


John laughs, but it isn’t a kind sound. It sounds like he’s 
angry about it. “He’s distracted,” he says. “You must be 
giving it to him.” 


“Giving...?” 


“You know what I’m talking about.” John steps closer, and I 
feel myself tense up. I want to step away, but I also don’t 
want him to know that I’m afraid. “Go on, then. Let’s have 
some.” 


“What are you talking about?” I stutter, leaning back a little 
in spite of myself. 


“I know I’m not quite as smooth as the boss, but come on, 
I’m a red-blooded man,” John says, sneering at me. “I’ll give 
you a good time. Let’s get a look at you, go on.” 


As he talks his hands move toward me, hovering near my 
chest, and now I do step back, crossing my arms over 
myself protectively. “I’m not interested,” I say, trying to 
make my voice as firm as possible. This can’t be happening 
- not like this. I won’t let him touch me. I won’t have it. 


“What is it, you only like a pretty face?” John’s sneer 
deepens and he lunges toward me, forcing me to step back. 
My legs hit the bed and I topple back onto it, unbalanced. 
“Is that it, you fat bitch? Beggars can’t be choosers. You 
should be thanking me for the interest.” 


“I don’t - I don’t want your interest,” I say, scrambling to 
get my balance again and move back, away from him - but 
he’s already towering over me, legs trapping mine against 
the side of the bed. “Leave me alone!” 


“Oh, I'll leave you when I’m done with you,” John says, and 
his hands begin reaching toward me, everything happening 
like it’s in slow motion. 


CHAPTER NINE 
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I’m in good spirits as I return to Carina’s room, to make 
sure that she has everything I arranged for her. Of course, I 
could just trust that my men have taken care of it, but 
Carina demands more than that. The personal touch. 


And, of course, it’s a great excuse to see her. 
I’m in the corridor when I hesitate, hearing voices. 


“What are you talking about?” That’s Carina and she 
sounds nervous. Something in my pulse pounds forward, 
lurching into a rapid response. 


“I know I’m not quite as smooth as the boss, but come on, 
I’m a red-blooded man,” John says, easily audible through 
the open door. “Ill give you a good time. Let’s get a look at 
you, go on.” 


“I’m not interested,” Carina says, making my heart jump 
into my throat again. Good. 


“What is it, you only like a pretty face?” I hear noises, the 
sound of the bedsprings bouncing, and spring forward, as 


silently as I can. “Is that it, you fat bitch? Beggars can’t be 
choosers. You should be thanking me for the interest.” 


I see John Twice hovering over Carina, her trying to get 
away from him - and I see red. 


I don’t even hear the rest of their conversation as I surge 
forward, grab John by the shoulder even as he reaches for 
her, and throw a punch without pausing. There’s no way I 
would let him touch her, not even innocently. John Twice 
sways slightly with a dazed look, but he stays upright, with 
barely a thought, I hit him again, square on the nose this 
time. He falls to the floor, hitting it with a thud, his eyes 
closed and his mouth open stupidly. 


The second he’s out of my way I move to my most important 
priority, Carina. She looks shaken and pale, still backing up 
over the covers of the bed. “Carina?” I ask her, urgently. 
“Did he touch you?” 


“N-no,” she says, unable, it seems, to drag her eyes away 
from where he lays on the ground. 


“One moment,” I tell her. I step back over him and rush to 
the door, leaning out. I yell for Ricky and Enzo, then return 
to her side, reaching for her. “Come on, I’ll take you out of 
here.” 


“Boss?” Enzo looks in from the doorway, his eyes just about 
bug out of his head as he sees John Twice on the floor. 


“Get rid of him,” I snarl. “And make sure everyone knows it. 
The next man who touches Carina Bianco gets more than a 
broken nose.” 


Even as the two men start to lift John up, I pull Carina 
around him, hurrying her out of the room. I slip my arm 
around her shoulders to guide her away. I won’t have her 
stay in a room where that brute is, his blood spilled on the 


floor, she doesn’t need to see that. I guide her down the hall 
to another room I know is empty and take her inside. 


As we move towards it, something miraculous happens. 
First, she clings to me, one hand coming up to grasp a 
clump of my shirt, holding on for support. Even so, she’s 
tense and scared and cranes her neck to look over her 
shoulder as we leave her tormentor behind. When we’re far 
enough away, and alone, it happens, she relaxes into me. 


Reaching safety, closing the door behind us, I draw her to 
the center of the room and then stand there, unwilling to let 
go. If she’s beginning to trust me, then there is a possibility 
that I might actually be able to make this happen. I might 
be able to show her within this week that she doesn’t need 
to leave, not even when she has her freedom. 


I hold her tightly against me for a moment, slipping a 
soothing hand over her hair, hoping that she takes my 
comfort and knows from it that I could offer her so much 
more. 


CHAPTER TEN 


( arina 


“Are you sure?” he asks me. 


I look up into Tommy’s face and take a shaking breath 
before I nod. “What difference does it make? It’s not my 
room, and this isn’t my room, and they’re all inside your 
home. I might as well be somewhere a little familiar.” 


Tommy shrugs as if it’s all the same to him. “Alright. I’ll take 
you back.” 


He comforted me here in this empty room for what felt like 
hours. His hand stroking over my hair soothed my fears, 
until I was no longer shaking, no longer feeling like my 
heart would burst out of my chest with how fast it was 
pounding. 


And then it became something else. Pressed close against 
his chest by that time, my head buried in it, I became aware 
of the closeness of our bodies, of his heart thrumming 
under his skin, his warm flesh. When he was the one to pull 
away, I was actually almost disappointed - and now I don’t 


see the point of not returning to the room I’ve been staying 
in. 


“You don’t need to chaperone me,” I sigh. “I’m fine. He’s 
gone now, right?” 


“Right.” Tommy looks at me fiercely. “And no one’s going to 
bother you again. I mean that. I don’t let my guys act that 
way. Now that they know about you specifically, they won’t 
dare.” 


“You don’t?” I quirk an eyebrow. Not exactly the mentality I 
would expect from a crime boss who earns a living by 
extorting people. 


“No!” Tommy exclaims. “I won’t have that kind of behavior. 
This isn’t the fifties, for God’s sake. It’s unacceptable.” 


I look at him, tilting my head, narrowing my eyes in 
thought. He’s kind of an enigma. The mafia boss who won’t 
let his men lay a hand on an unwilling woman. The brutish 
enforcer who is willing to buy me a whole closet of designer 
clothes - not to mention the diamonds. The sharp-edged 
man who looks so fine in a suit he could be a model. 


“We should go,” I tell him, turning to lead the way so that 
he can see I’m really not afraid anymore. Even so, I hear 
him walk behind me, despite my protests against needing a 
chaperone. 


And despite my protests, I’m glad. 


When we reach the door that I think is mine - it’s hard to 
tell, given that I’m more used to looking at the back of it - 
Tommy steps in with me, casting a look around. He 
examines the floor closely over near the bed - I notice that 
a rug which used to be there is now missing - and looks the 
rest of the room over by turns. 


“What are you looking for?” I ask, standing near the bed, 
watching him. 


“Anything,” Tommy says, with an enigmatic frown. He must 
sense that I’m staring at him, waiting for a more 
explanatory answer, because then he looks up and sees the 
expression on my face and continues. “Anything that might 
hurt you.” 


“T’m not made of glass,” I say. “I’m going to be fine.” 


“You don’t get it, do you?” Tommy says, rounding on me 
fiercely all of a sudden. His hands come up and take my 
arms, sending tingles through my veins even though we 
were closely touching just a few minutes ago. “It’s my 
responsibility to keep you safe. I failed in that. Now I have 
to make absolutely sure it doesn’t happen again.” 


“You didn’t fail,” I say, softly, unsure what’s come over him 
now. “You saved me from him.” 


Tommy’s mouth works for a moment, going from a thin, 
tense, straight line to a downwards curve, his lips twitching 
as if he wants to say something. But he only lets go of me 
and turns away, his intense, dark eyes flicking away from 
mine and down to the floor. 


There’s a moment of silence, a long moment that stretches 
out ahead of us. I don’t exactly know what to say. I feel 
bewildered - like I’m part of a play for which I don’t know 
the lines. The way Tommy reacted - I just can’t understand 
it. It’s more than simply looking out for me, upholding a 
personal reputation. He’s acting as though I’m more to him 
than that as if he cares about me. As if he wants to protect 
me. 


I don’t want him to go - I know that much. I clear my throat 
shyly, immediately regretting drawing his attention, and will 


myself to say what I want to say. “I don’t know what time it 
is, but it looks like it’s getting dark outside. Maybe we 
should have dinner.” 


Tommy glances at his watch as if surprised, and rubs a hand 
over his mouth. For a long moment, I think he’ll say no, and 
my heart quails in my chest. “Alright,” he says. “PU call 
down and have them bring it up. I’m not leaving you on 
your own - not even for a minute.” 


I’m glad. Hesitantly, I go to sit down on the very edge of the 
bed, facing toward the door. I watch as Tommy slips a 
phone out of his pocket and speaks into it tersely, telling 
someone to have our food made and brought up, and then 
he turns to me again. Every angle of his body is tense, rigid. 


He was scared, I realize. Scared that something might 
happen to me. That’s why he’s so tense and overprotective 
now. 


“You should sit down,” I say, tentatively. “Relax.” 


It feels strange, me giving orders to this man, who is so 
much more used to giving them. But he looks like he needs 
it. Like he won’t be able to relax if no one tells him to. 


After a moment, he moves, giving in to some inner battle 
between whether he should do what he’s told or be the firm 
leader everyone expects him to be. Then he sits, beside me 
- not in the chair, like I thought he might - but beside me on 
the bed, making the mattress dip slightly in his direction. 
Without warning, my heart flies up into my mouth and 
begins to pound, feeling him so close to me again. 


It’s the same feeling that started when I was in his arms. 
It’s the same thing I felt last night when he left the room 
and I wanted to run after him and beg him to stay. It’s a 
heat, a desire, rising up between us. I wonder if he can feel 


it, or if it’s only me. I want to do something, to make 
something happen. 


I glance shyly down and sideways, at his hand that rests on 
the bed between us. I want to shift towards him, to open 
things up between us, but I can hardly bear to look at him. 
All the uncertainty returns, the questions over whether he 
would even want me. I probably look like a kid to him, while 
he could have any woman he might want. Models, real 
beauties - people who make me look like a wallflower. 


But still, I want him. I cast my eyes down again, wondering 
what to do. Should I try and kiss him? Look at him and let 
him see my face, and hope that he guesses what I want? 
Should I tell him in words? 


With all the uncertainty I simply sit, my heart pounding, 
until I finally dare to turn my head just a little to the side, 
watching his hand again, gathering the courage to lift my 
gaze further. 


CHAPTER ELEVEN 


| ommy 


I’m not imagining it. Something has changed in the air. I 
thought I might have felt it earlier when I held her in my 
arms until we pulled away from one another. I felt it and 
then it was gone, and I thought that perhaps it was just 
wishful thinking - my imagination. 


But I’m not imagining it now. There’s a heat rising between 
us, the magnetism of desire, and it isn’t only coming from 
me. Carina shifts her head just slightly, her eyes tilted down 
at my hand on the bed as if she wants to do something with 
it. Her body leans my way, her cheeks becoming flushed. 
We’re so close together that it would be so easy to reach 
out and touch me, but she doesn’t. She just looks, her 
eyelashes flickering over shy eyes. 


But it’s real. The pull. The desire. The heat. I know it. 


I lift the hand that she watches and bring it to cup her face, 
drawing her closer to me, even as I lean forward and down 
toward her. I lift her head to mine and claim her mouth, 


kissing her soft lips long and deep, and she doesn’t pull 
away. She doesn’t resist at all. In fact, she kisses me back. 


A second hand joins my first, cupping her cheeks as I hold 
her in place and ravish her mouth, growing hungrier by the 
second. I flick my tongue across her lips and they open, 
letting me inside. I don’t have to be invited twice. Our 
tongues dance as she gives a small moan, almost just a puff 
of air, but it runs deep down into my gut and stirs me 
immediately. 


I turn myself toward her fully, shifting closer until I can 
press her against me, kissing her even deeper. Now that 
we've begun, there’s a hunger inside me that is insatiable, 
wanting to taste her more, deeper, now. Even as we kiss it’s 
not enough. I break the kiss only for one moment, to take in 
her flushed skin and her lidded eyes, lazy with desire, and 
then I drop my mouth to her neck, her chin, her shoulder, 
devouring her. I hear her panting for breath, taste her 
racing heartbeat under her skin. She wants this. I want 
this. Why wait? 


I guide her back, pulling her up over the bed to lay down 
against the pillows even as my mouth continues to move 
over her, from her lips to her cheekbones, her neck, her 
shoulder. She moans and shudders under me, and I feel her 
skin heating, knowing how eager she is for this. I crawl over 
her, my body on top of hers, lifting myself on hands and 
knees before I press myself down over her- 


“Wait,” Carina says breathlessly, making me freeze in place. 
“J-just wait.” 


I groan internally. We were getting so close. It was going to 
happen. And now what? I look into her eyes and see 
something I hadn’t expected, fear. Does she still think I will 
hurt her? Or that I would let her be hurt by anyone? 


“T should tell you,” she says. “I’m a virgin.” 


Now I freeze solid - truly, freeze. Of all the things I might 
have expected her to say... a beautiful young woman like 
her? With that body? Surely, it can’t be true? But I look 
down at her frightened expression, the innocent and 
youthful way her wide eyes stare up at me, and I know that 
she’s telling the truth. 


I’m about to open my mouth to say something else, already 
moving off her, when I hear a knock at the door. 


“Boss? I’ve got your dinner.” 
Enzo. Just great. Perfect timing, as always. 


With a groan, I get up from the bed, heading over to the 
door to open it and take the food. 


CHAPTER TWELVE 


( arina 


Just like that, everything I foolishly allowed myself to 
daydream about shatters into pieces. 


I sit up awkwardly as Tommy goes to the door, not wanting 
to stay in that vulnerable position. I scramble down from 
the bed, trying to rearrange my clothes, to make sure it 
doesn’t look as though we were doing what we were just 
doing. 


How could I have been so stupid? It was a miracle that he 
even kissed me - I should have been satisfied with that. But 
no, I had to open my big mouth. I had to remind him how 
much younger than him I am, how much less experienced. 
I’ve put him off me, now. All the hope I had before is gone. 


I hear muttered words at the door, and then Tommy brings 
in the cart full of food just like always. I take a seat in my 
armchair, clearing my throat awkwardly. I can still feel his 
lips on mine, taste his tongue. God, why did I have to ruin 
everything? 


“Why did you move?” Tommy asks, bringing the cart to a 
stop next to the table. 


I stare up at him in surprise. “I can’t eat in bed,” I say. 


He smirks. “Well, first of all, you can,” he says. “But who 
said we’re eating?” 


I gawk at him, probably looking like a total idiot. “The food 
came.” 


“Yes. But we were in the middle of something,” Tommy says, 
looking pointedly over at the bed. 


“I thought...” My cheeks flame before I can finish the 
sentence. I don’t want to say it out loud. It’s too 
embarrassing. 


“What?” Tommy says. He moves to stand in front of me, 
cocking his head. Somehow, in spite of what we were doing, 
he barely looks ruffled, still sharp as ever in his suit. “You 
thought that I’m not interested in you anymore, because 
you're a virgin?” 


“Yes,” I say, my voice barely more than a whisper. Does he 
really need me to say it? Does he not think I’ve been 
humiliated enough already? 


“Well, you’re wrong,” Tommy says. I look up at him sharply. 
Is he playing with me? Being cruel on purpose? “It doesn’t 
make me think less of you.” 


“You froze up,” I say, accusingly. The embarrassment is 
fading now, perhaps because he’s given me something to 
feel a bit angry about. 


“T was taken aback,” Tommy says. He reaches out a hand 
and I take it automatically in spite of myself, allowing him to 
draw me back to my feet. “A woman like you? I didn’t think 


it was possible that you could still be pure. You must have 
been fighting the boys off with a stick.” 


“No,” I say, my face burning again. My eyes drop to the 
floor. Now I’m almost sure he’s teasing me. “I’ve never had 
that kind of attention.” 


He laughs again, but it’s not cruel. More... disbelieving. 
“Come on. There must have been some.” He tilts his head. 
“Maybe you’re one of those people who can’t tell when 
someone is attracted to you.” 


“T don’t think so,” I say doubtfully. 


Tommy’s hand raises my chin until I look up at him. “Well. 
Can you tell that I’m attracted to you?” 


I shiver under his gaze. “I don’t know,” I say again. With 
him looking at me like that, I’m not sure if I know my own 
name. 


“I am,” he whispers, his breath hot on my neck as he 
swoops his head to kiss me there. A shiver goes through 
me, from my head to my toes. A shiver of want, and need, 
and some kind of magic. “I want you so badly.” 


It’s all I can do to gasp quietly, a sound of pure desire, 
something I didn’t even know I could make. 


“But tonight, I restrain myself,” he says. “This isn’t right.” 


And just like that, my heart is plummeting down to my feet 
again. 


“Just because I haven’t...” I start, wanting to protest that 
it’s fine, that it means nothing if I’m inexperienced. But he 
holds up a hand, silencing me. 


“Tt’s not right for you to have your first time like this,” he 
goes on. “It should be special, not rushed. I should give you 


the whole world on a plate before I dare to deserve to take 
that from you. As much as I want you now, I would be doing 
you a disservice. It should be an event. Something planned 
for, to make sure you have everything you need. Everything 
you want.” 


“But I want it now,” I tell him, wide-eyed and trembling. If 
he won’t put his hands on me again - won’t kiss me again - 
right now, I don’t know if I can take it. 


“Don’t worry, Carina,” he says, his voice gliding luxuriously 
over my name again, like it’s a delicious treat. “Tonight, I 
can still give you something. A little taste.” 


My heart thuds in my chest, faster and faster. What does he 
mean by that? A taste? Does he expect me to...? 


He guides me back over to the bed and lays me down, just 
as I was before. I watch him with an insatiable wonder 
about what comes next, what he expects of me. But before I 
can ask his mouth is covering mine, devouring me hungrily 
once more, and my worries begin to fade away. I want this 
so much. Surely, he won’t stop just at kissing. Surely, he 
must know how torturous that is. 


His hands drift down over me, over my shoulders and arms, 
then to clasp my waist. My eyes fly open at the touch, but I 
see his still closed, his brow smooth and his expression 
completely different from how he normally looks. Peaceful, 
almost, despite the need that runs like a current through 
both of us. I let my eyes slide closed, giving in to that 
feeling, letting my body turn to jelly under him. 


When his hands travel down over my hips, then slide 
around to the front of my jeans, I can’t help but gasp in 
surprise. But, didn’t he say...? With his lips eating any 
words I might have been able to say, I can only give in to 
trusting him, letting him do what he will. He said he will 


give me a taste. I have to wait and find out what that 
means. 


He lifts my hips without breaking contact, and slowly slides 
my jeans down my legs, letting cool air touch my skin. 
Excitement flutters in my veins, warring with nerves and 
trepidation. Will he think my body is ugly? That I’m too big? 
But even those thoughts drift away as I feel his fingers 
return, hooking into the waistband of my panties. 


And, oh God, he’s taking them off. 


The kiss finally breaks as Tommy looks down, down at me, 
as he pulls the panties away and down my legs, leaving me 
exposed. I blush and squirm. No one has ever seen me this 
naked, especially not up close like this, where he can 
actually look. My embarrassment intensifies as Tommy 
slides lower on the bed, leaning his face down toward me, 
as if he’s going in for a closer look - what is he doing? 
Examining me to see if I’m suitable? 


But something else happens, something so quick I don’t 
know how to interpret it except as a burst of stars inside my 
head, and then I realize, he’s touching me, and not just with 
his fingers, but... with his tongue. 


The surface of his tongue is rough and wet and warm 
against my skin, my most sensitive skin, and I can’t decide 
whether I’m blushing and wriggling because I’m so 
embarrassed or because it feels so good. I clench my hand 
in the sheets next to me, the other covering my mouth, 
fighting the twin urges to push him away and to hold him 
closer. 


His tongue laps persistently up and down, at first slow, then 
gradually faster. I hear myself moaning as if from far away - 
I had no idea I would make such sound - as the sensation 
intensifies. I’m hyperaware of every touch, stars filling my 


veins and bursting from every place his tongue touches, 
driving me wild. I never want it to stop. I want his tongue to 
touch all of me, every part of me, every moment, always 
giving me this same feeling. 


He shifts and the licking stops for just a moment, making 
me want to scream in protest. But before I can even open 
my mouth, he returns, his tongue lapping high up and his 
finger touching somewhere else. 


His finger... 


Tommy seems to be experimenting, at least as far as I can 
tell, or maybe showing me all the many possibilities that 
exist. His fingers and tongue perform different motions, 
making me groan, gasp, and buck my hips up 
uncontrollably, and when his tongue lashes deep inside me 
and his finger strokes that bundle of nerves that makes me 
lose control, I find myself gripping handfuls of the sheets on 
either side of me and clutching hard. I don’t even recognize 
the noises I’m making as they come out of me, and I feel a 
great pressure building up inside, a sweet and heavy 
pressure that I want to build and build and build. And it 
does under his tongue and his hands, the pleasure rising, 
filling up all parts of me, until it feels like I will explode. 


And just as I realize that I’m losing control, my eyes fly open 
in panic, and I look down and see him there between my 
legs, his eyes locked onto my face, and I can’t hold on. I let 
go and feel myself unravel, spinning out into pleasure only, 
joy, a tingling running through all of my limbs, rolling out in 
waves until I can only hold onto the bed against the 
twitches and jerks that roll through my body. 


CHAPTER THIRTEEN 
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I pull myself up beside Carina on the bed, laying my head 
on the pillows next to her, taking in her dazed expression. 
“Good?” I ask, with a grin because I already know the 
answer. 


“Good,” Carina agrees breathlessly. I can see the beauty of 
the afterglow hanging over her, the slight flush in her 
cheeks, the faraway look in her eyes. I draw her close to 
me, against my chest, tucking her close to my heart. 


I reach for my phone and look at the screen as I hold her 
with the other arm, typing one-handed. I send a message to 
Enzo, telling him that I won’t be available tomorrow for any 
business matters. Then I amend it for the rest of the week. 
Emergencies only. This week will only be about Carina, and 
especially tomorrow. It must be the most special I can make 
it, the best day of her life until now. 


I put the phone to one side and allow my thoughts to drift. I 
know the men won't like this. They’ve already been getting 
restless. Carina shivers slightly and I reach down to draw 


up a blanket, pulling it over her bare legs until she’s 
covered up, and she relaxes again. I need to do something, 
soon, to secure their loyalty again. It’s tedious, but this is 
the game we play. Every now and then, I have to remind 
them why they follow me - and what will happen if they 
choose to betray me. 


Tension has been brewing in the city between us and our 
closest rivals, dealing with that should take care of two 
birds with one stone. But I’m sure it can wait until the week 
is done. It has to. I have other plans in mind. 


I think about dinner, realizing we haven’t eaten it. Strange 
to say, but I’m not even hungry. I feel satisfied as if Carina is 
all the nourishment I need. Or maybe I just know that 
skilled as my chef is, he will never make something that 
tastes as good as her. 


I’m about to say something to Carina, to ask her if she 
wants to eat, when I realize that her breathing has slowed. 
I tilt my head as gently as I can, to look at her without 
disturbing her. When I get my head to the right angle to see 
her eyes, I realize they’re closed. 


She’s fallen asleep. 


A strange pang hits my chest, a feeling of.. happiness, I 
think. She fell asleep in my arms. That must mean that she’s 
beginning to trust me. I don’t think I could achieve that 
even if I made her come a hundred times if she didn’t trust 
me. If she didn’t think there was no possibility that I could 
ever want to hurt her. 


I smile to myself, reaching out blindly across the wall until I 
encounter a light switch and turn off the lights. I will stay 
here with her tonight, to make sure that she’s safe. To make 
sure that no one tries to harm her again. I will stay until she 


wakes, to face the day together - and, quite likely, a 
breakfast of cold pasta. 


CHAPTER FOURTEEN 
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I wake up slowly, from a sleep that feels more restful than 
I’ve had in a long time. There’s no alarm blaring in my ear, 
no rush to get ready for the waiting ovens. I just wake when 
I’m done sleeping, from a pleasant dream into an even 
more pleasant reality. 


I blush when I realize where I am, still in his arms, just as I 
was last night, the last thing that I remember. Not only that, 
but I never even managed to get dressed again, or change 
for bed. There’s a blanket laying beside me, as though I 
kicked it off sometime during the night, and I reach for it, 
trying to cover myself up subtly before Tommy notices. 


“T did see it last night, you know,” he says drily, right beside 
my ear. 


I yelp in surprise and then huff, sitting up and away from 
him as I finish covering myself with the blanket. “You could 
have told me you were awake,” I say accusingly. 


“When?” Tommy asks mildly, blinking at me. “In the 
millisecond between when you started to move and I said 


something?” 


I huff again, but only because I know he’s right and I don’t 
have a comeback. In the light of morning, Tommy looks 
softer somehow. After a moment of looking at his face, I 
realize it’s his hair, falling forward over his forehead, 
instead of pushed back and held in place by whatever 
products he usually uses. He looks nicer like this - kinder. 
Not that I can say whether I prefer it like this or the hot 
version that he wears every day. 


“I’m glad you’re awake,” Tommy says, stretching his arms 
over his head. Not only am I still in my blouse from 
yesterday and nothing else, but I realize he’s also still 
dressed in his black suit and shirt, minus the jacket, draped 
over a nearby chair. I dimly remember him putting it there 
before he distracted me from thinking about or noticing 
anything other than his touch on my skin. “You should try 
on your new things. You never got around to it.” 


I glance towards the other end of the room, where the 
racks and boxes still stand waiting for me. It’s true after I 
took the blouse and pants to get dressed in, I left 
everything else behind. I didn’t want to look. But now, it 
somehow feels less like he’s trying to bribe me - and more 
like he’s just showing me how he can look after me. 


I suppose it could still be some kind of game. A way to make 
me fall into bed with him. But I’m already halfway there, 
and I don’t see myself being able to pull back. I might as 
well enjoy his gifts. 

I wrap the blanket around my waist and get out of bed. 
Tommy gives me a slow grin when I glance back at him. 


“Don’t be shy,” he says. He gets up and strolls over to me, 
planting a kiss on the top of my head before he heads for 
the door. “I’m going to get changed. I'll be back in a 


moment. By the way, one of those bags on the floor is full of 
lingerie.” 


I feel my cheeks heat up at his not so subtle suggestion, and 
wait until he’s closed the door and I hear his footsteps 
moving away before I drop the blanket. I dig through the 
bags he mentioned until I find some lacy underwear and 
quickly put it on, marveling at how well it fits me. 


Even the bra is a perfect fit - which is a surprise. And it’s 
definitely much nicer than anything I’ve ever worn before. I 
feel amazing already, and I haven’t even gotten started on 
the rest of the clothes. 


By the time Tommy returns I’m already dressed in a blue 
slip dress that somehow falls in all the right places, 
highlighting my chest and ass while minimizing my waist. 
God, it feels amazing. I keep looking at myself in the mirror, 
turning to look from different angles, amazed that it could 
possibly be me in that dress. 


“What do you think?” Tommy asks. He moves behind me, 
looking at me in the mirror as he slips a possessive arm 
around my waist, and nuzzles my neck. “Do you like the way 
it looks?” 


“Yes,” I breathe, and I’m not talking about the dress 
anymore. He meets my eyes in the glass and smiles darkly, 
nipping at my ear gently with his teeth before drawing 
away. 


“What next?” he asks, pulling out a midnight blue velvet 
gown in a dust bag with a very expensive logo printed all 
over it. “How about this?” 


I can only nod. I hold my breath as he pulls the dress out of 
the bag, I hardly dare to touch it. Something like this would 
take me years to save up for, not just months. I don’t even 


know how much it might have cost. I have no frame of 
reference. 


“How does it feel?” Tommy asks, as I draw the dress on - 
blushing at him seeing me in the new lingerie, and the way 
his gaze travels over me - and he zips up the back. 


“Like a million bucks,” I breathe because it’s true. 


“You look it,” Tommy says appreciatively. This time in front 
of the mirror, he cups my chin and turns my head to kiss 
him, his hand raking over the front of the material of the 
dress. 


“T thought you said we had to wait and spend the whole day 
together,” I tease him, only a little, mostly because I’m half- 
hoping he’ll give in and we'll do it now instead. My blood is 
racing so fast, my only concern would be not wanting to 
ruin the dress. 


“I can’t help it,’ Tommy says, his breath catching in his 
throat. “The sight of you in that dress... I just want to put 
my mark on you, so no one else tries to steal you from me.” 


My eyes travel over his face, taking in his expression. Hot 
need and naked desire, combined with that possessive slant 
to his eyes. I don’t doubt what he says for a moment. A 
powerful man like Tommy would never like other men 
playing with his things. 


Am I one of his things? 


I don’t know if the idea excites or disturbs me, but it doesn’t 
matter. I’m in too deep. I want this, just as much as he does. 


Tommy steps away from me and does something with his 
phone. I think he’s probably dealing with work, and I 
admire the dress in the mirror for one more moment before 
preparing to take it off. 


The next thing I know, though, music fills the air, an old 
song, something romantic and slow from the old days of 
Hollywood. I don’t know the song or the singer, but her 
voice seems to shimmer in the air as she begins to sing 
about love. 


I look around and find Tommy with his arm outstretched 
toward me, a mysterious look on his face. I take his hand, 
wondering, and he pulls me close, keeping hold of my 
fingers while slipping his other arm around my waist. He 
begins to sway and I move with him, in time to the music, 
gently stepping in slow circles around the room. 


We don’t speak, I only look up at him, at the mysterious look 
in his eyes, the crooked expression that curves one side of 
his lips just a little. He leans down and kisses me on the lips, 
gently and slowly, not at all like his fiery, deep kisses that 
I’m becoming used to. 


“You’re so beautiful,” he breathes, and I feel a fist take hold 
of my heart, squeezing it almost painfully. Tommy’s manner, 
the softness of that kiss, somehow prompts me to lean my 
head closer, to put it down on his chest and rest there, 
nothing else existing but the music and the sway of our 
bodies together. 


At last, the song comes to an end. With regret, I pull back, 
and Tommy releases me before stopping the next song from 
playing on his phone. A strange sense of calm has settled 
over me, and I realize that I’m no longer afraid of being 
here. Of being Tommy’s captive. It doesn’t feel that way 
anymore. I think I could go, and he would let me. But I don’t 
want to try. 


“You haven’t tried any of your jewelry,” he says, leading me 
over to the boxes piled on one side of the racks. “You 
should.” 


I giggle a little, what else can I do? I’ve never had this kind 
of show of wealth before. The things boxed up for me here - 
I could sell every single piece of jewelry I own and still, I 
wouldn’t be able to afford one-tenth of one item. Tommy 
takes off the lids and shows me diamond and pearl earrings, 
necklaces set with pear-shaped drops, bracelets with 
charms hanging from them, or woven strands of silver 
laden with diamonds. 


“They’re all so beautiful,” I say, shaking my head in wonder. 
How could I dare wear any of these? What if they broke, or 
got lost? 


“Then they are a good match.” Tommy seems to hesitate a 
second, and then reaches into his pocket and draws out 
another box, one I haven’t seen before. The boxes by the 
rack are all blue, new, and fresh-looking with perfect edges, 
but this one is different. The box is white and the corners 
are damaged, as if it’s been around for a long time. He 
opens it and shows me a necklace, not as flashy as all of the 
others. “What do you think?” he asks. 


I reach out and touch it, a silver chain, extremely fine, 
holding an Art Deco style arrangement of silvery-black 
stones surrounding a black square. In contrast to the 
sparkling newness of the diamonds, this necklace looks old, 
weathered, as if it’s been through a few things. 


“It’s gorgeous,” I say softly. “Can I put it on?” Somehow, this 
necklace seems more appealing than all of the rest. I can’t 
put my finger on it. For some reason, I want to wear this 
more than I want to wear anything else. 


With a quirk of his lips that I can’t interpret, Tommy steps 
behind me and turns me to the mirror again, so I can watch 
as he clasps it around my neck. The intricate design sits 
against the notch between my collarbones, and it feels like 
it fits just so. 


“Where did you get this?” I ask, thinking that it must surely 
be vintage. 


“It was my mother’s,” Tommy says, watching me in the 
mirror. His eyes are dark, taking me in. “And her mother’s 
before that.” 


The words hit me like a jolt. This isn’t just a case of Tommy 
splashing his cash around. This is an heirloom, something 
special. Something that you would only give to someone you 
intended to have around for a long time. 


“Ts it really okay for me to wear it?” I ask, my hand flying up 
to touch it, wondering if I should take it off to avoid any risk 
of it getting damaged. 


“Yes,” Tommy says, swallowing, though he doesn’t say 
anything else. I watch the dip of his Adam’s apple and nod. 
He breaks the spell abruptly, looking away, moving towards 
the other clothes on the rack as if to choose another outfit. 


“Tommy?” I ask, following him. “There’s something I’ve 
been meaning to ask.” 


His eyes flick over to me, open with curiosity now. Whatever 
that strange and intense moment was, it’s passed. “What?” 


“How old are you?” I bite my lip after asking the question, 
worried that it might come off as rude. 


Tommy only smirks. “I just turned forty,” he says. “Can’t you 
tell?” 


I gasp, literally. I can’t believe what he’s telling me. “No,” I 
Say, harrowing my eyes. “That’s another joke.” 


Tommy tilts his head with an amused look. “Why do you say 
that?” 


“Because... because...” I shake my head at him. “Look at 
you. There’s no way you're... twenty-two years older than 
me!” 


Tommy nods his head. “Does it bother you? The age 
difference?” 


“T...” I hadn’t thought about it, but I can’t say that it 
occurred to me to even think about it. In other words, I 
always knew he was older than me. I just didn’t mind. My 
only worry was whether he would. “I don’t care about that. 
I just can’t believe you look... this good.” 


Tommy laughs. “Well, that’s my first compliment from you,” 
he says, putting a hand to his chest. “I will treasure it.” 


I shake my head again and move towards the clothes to pick 
out my next outfit, but I can’t stop staring at him as I do. 


If nothing else, I have to make sure that I don’t leave here 
without finding out his secret for keeping his skin so 
smooth, so healthy, and youthful. 


And for now, I have to make sure that I don’t think about 
the fact that his age, along with everything else about him, 
is just one more reason why he can’t possibly be interested 
in seeing me again after this week is over. 


CHAPTER FIFTEEN 
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After Carina finally settles on an outfit to wear today, a blue 
sundress that flatters her figure beautifully with a blouse 
underneath, we have an indulgent lunch. Once we're 
finished, I decide to take her on a tour of my home. After all, 
it’s also been her home for several days, and several more 
remain. I no longer think of her as our hostage or prisoner, 
she is here to stay with me. So, what could be the harm in a 
tour? 


It's old news to me, I suppose, after all, I live here every 
day. But I feel like I’m rediscovering my home anew through 
Carina’s eyes. The look of awe on her face as we travel 
away from the wing in which she’s been staying and then 
through to the other side of the house - the wing in which I 
keep my own private quarters, away from guests and my 
men. I show her only the brief layout from the entrance to 
the wing and then lead her downstairs, to the grand 
entrance hall that she first saw when she was brought here. 


“You don’t want me to see your room?” Carina asks, with 
what seems to be a mixture of teasing and disappointment. 


I only flash her an enigmatic smile. “We’ll finish that part of 
the tour later,” I tell her. 


I lead her through the rooms downstairs - large sitting 
rooms where I have my men spend their time if they’re not 
out working, rooms full of things to occupy their time, a 
gym, swimming pool, billiards table, darts, and other 
games. The kitchen, vast and sparkling with white marble, 
the chef nodding to us as he prepares ingredients for later. 
Out to the back of the house, the grounds, a rolling expanse 
of green that stretches out to a tall stone wall in the far 
distance, with trees and flowerbeds between. 


“It’s incredible,” Carina says. “So big, too.” 


I watch her face as she breathes deeply in the fresh air, and 
I know it’s true. I’m not at that stage of wealth that makes 
me forget where I came from. I wasn’t always this rich. I’ve 
fought for every dollar, and I came from nothing. I know 
this house is excessive, especially for one man alone. It was 
never quite intended to be that way, but that’s how it 
turned out. 


I wanted this place to be a family home. It was always 
intended for a family. Not just the men who call themselves 
my family - a real one, a wife and children who could fill up 
the spaces with joy and laughter. But I had work to do. I had 
to build up my empire, and it took me a long time. Now, 
with my empire in place, I find it hard to meet women who 
come anywhere close to my desires. They’re vacuous, 
aspiring models who think I can give their careers a boost 
by threatening people into hiring them. I don’t want that. 


The only official resident of this home is me. But perhaps 
that will change. Soon I hope. 


“Let’s finish the tour,” I say, pulling her away from her 
exploration of the grounds. Even though I wouldn’t stop 


her, I don’t want her to get the idea of running away from 
me, escaping to the front yard, and then off down the 
driveway. I don’t want her to leave. I don’t yet trust 
whatever is between us enough to allow her the chance. 


Carina follows me back inside and then upstairs, back to my 
wing. I take her to a pair of double doors, locked with a key 
that only I have a copy of, and open them to lead her inside. 
The master bedroom, my sanctuary. None of my men have 
ever been inside. I clean it myself. This is for me, and only 
for me. 


But now, I’m opening it up for her. 


“This is your room?” Carina asks, looking around with what 
I think is awe - and perhaps a little excitement. 


“Yes,” I tell her, locking the doors again behind us. “My men 
never disturb me here. They know better.” 


“It’s lovely,” Carina says, taking a step in the direction of the 
bed before stopping short. I understand her desire and her 
hesitation. Anyone would want to run their hands over 
those silky sheets. 


“This room is mine, and mine alone,” I say. “Would you like 
to share it with me?” 


Carina turns and looks at me, her lips slightly parted, a 
question hanging from her lips that remains unspoken. 


“You could,” I say. 


Carina bites her lip for a tiny moment and nods like she’s 
trying to be brave, to overcome her shyness. 


“T told you I would make today special for you,” I say. “I’ve 
danced with you, shared good food with you, and given you 
something special to my heart. I hope I’ve shown you that 
you can be comfortable here, in this house. Later, we can 


enjoy a sumptuous dinner. But there is one last thing I want 
to give you today.” 


Carina raises her head, though I can see that she’s 
trembling slightly. “What is it?” 


“You have your freedom,” I tell her. “Just say the word, and 
you can leave.” 


There’s a silence between us for a long moment, stretching 
on until I can hardly bear it. If she chooses to go, I swear I 
will go mad. I will destroy this place with my bare hands. 
But I won’t threaten her with that. This is up to her, and she 
won't witness the consequences either. 


“I don’t want to leave,” Carina says quietly, her voice tight 
with emotion. 


I step forward and kiss her, deeply, my hands cupping her 
face to lift it to mine. I walk her back as I devour her 
hungrily until she’s standing by one of the floor to ceiling 
windows cut into the wall that faces the garden, bathed in 
perfect light. The view out is the side of the house, over the 
pathway that leads to the front driveway, and a willow tree 
by a small pond. 


“My Carina,” I say, caressing her shoulders with my 
fingertips. I run my hands over her sides and pull her 
towards me again for another kiss by her hips. It takes 
everything in me to remain in control, I could tear off her 
clothes, throw her on the bed, and take her. But I made a 
promise. I will make love not just to her body but to her 
mind. I will give her the most heightened pleasure I can, 
and that starts now. 


I take in her outfit, a delicate sundress with a silk blouse 
underneath with long sleeves, and that lingerie underneath. 
I need her to feel the most pleasure that she can. I start 


worshipping her body by dragging out the process as long 
as I can. 


I start with the sleeve on her left arm. Held in place by a 
button at the cuff, it then features a small slit before 
traveling up to her shoulder. I reach for her hand and trace 
my fingers over it, bringing it to my lips, before slowly 
turning it over and tracing over her wrist. She shivers as I 
oh-so-slowly undo the button and let the cuff fall open, my 
fingers moving in patterns over the newly exposed skin. 


I have no intention of stopping there. I repeat the same 
process on the other hand and turn her slowly so that she 
faces out to the window, my hands running over her 
shoulders, neck, and down over her back. My kisses follow 
them, until I linger on the zipper of her dress, pulling it 
slowly down, inch by inch. She shivers as it passes down her 
spine, and I can’t stop a wicked smile from curving my lips. 


I don’t pull her dress off right away. I slip my hands inside 
the opening left by the zipper, smoothing them over her 
back, around to her waist, and over her stomach as I kiss 
her neck. I feel her melting against me, her muscles 
unraveling, leaning into my every touch. And I’ve only just 
gotten started. 


I slowly and carefully move the dress down over her 
shoulders, my hands moving both straps down at the same 
time, pushing them over her arms letting the dress slip 
slowly over her body. Each movement is deliberate, 
calculated, ensuring the most possible contact with her skin 
as well as the build-up of the desire, of her wish for me to 
speed up, to get her in my bed. I will take my time with this. 
It’s the best way to get her ready, so ready it will be easier 
for her, for her first time. 


She stands in just the blouse and her lingerie, the garment 
just long enough to cover what she wears underneath. Her 


legs are bare, and I ghost my hands over her hips before 
returning to her shoulders and arms. 


I gently turn her around, facing me, and take in the blissed- 
out look on her face. “Carina,” I say, breathing it next to her 
ear, following it with a kiss to her neck that makes her 
groan. But, I have to remember to hold myself back. As 
much as the desire swells in me and leaves me hard and 
dying for her, I know the wait will also be worth it. 


I slip the buttons down the front of the blouse open one by 
one, then ghost my hands over her breasts as I move the 
fabric back, taking it to her shoulders. My fingers trail 
lightly all the way down from the top of her shoulders to her 
wrists as I take the blouse down with them, until I can let it 
drop to the floor away from her, leaving her in just her bra 
and panties. 


Now I stop and change tactics. Instead of taking away any 
more clothing I simply kiss her - and kiss her everywhere. 
Every tiny piece of exposed skin is mine, and I make sure to 
trail my fingers over her as I go until I raise goosebumps, 
making her shiver and moan quietly in the back of her 
throat. 


“Tommy,” she whimpers, but I only smile. I turn her to face 
the window again, and run my hands over her back, over 
the straps of her bra. I unhook the clasp but hold the straps 
in place, until I can slowly sweep my hands down and push 
the cups out of the way, replacing them with my hands. I 
hear her gasp as she leans back into me, as my hands 
gently squeeze her breasts. They spill over my hands, too 
large for even me to contain. I release them only to focus on 
her nipples, swirling a light finger around each of them at 
the same time until they stand at attention. 


When I take my hands away I hear her gasp again, she 
must have realized, now, that she’s standing where anyone 


might look up from the garden and see her. No one is down 
there, but they could come at any time. There is a risk, even 
if only a small one, that someone could walk by and look up 
at exactly the right time to see her exposed like this. If it 
were to happen, I could quickly whisk her away before they 
were even sure that they could see something. But still, the 
risk is half the pleasure. 


I move to kneel in front of her, in the small space between 
her and the window, and I resume my trail of kisses. All over 
her breasts, with special attention to each nipple, and then 
down over her stomach, and legs, until there is only one 
place left remaining. I slide my fingers carefully under the 
lace at the sides of her panties and lift it just slightly, 
bringing it down, the slowest I’ve moved yet. Torturously 
slow. Millimeter by millimeter, until I feel her shaking below 
my hands as I finally reveal her pussy. 


I might have thought she was afraid, but I look up and see 
her face. She is strung out on desire, so ready for me it 
seems almost painful, just as I am for her. I look down again 
and see that she’s dripping wet, her lower lips parted, slick, 
and swollen. I finish stripping her panties away and then it 
takes only one touch to feel just how much she wants this, 
my finger sliding forward easily in her slickness. 


I stand with new resolve, buoyed by the hardness of my own 
erection thick within my pants, and move to stand behind 
her, revealing her in full to the world beyond the window. 


CHAPTER SIXTEEN 
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At every touch, Tommy drives me just a little bit wilder. I 
wanted him so badly before we even began, and now I don’t 
know how I can bear it. I want more - more - always more. 
How can I be satisfied only with this much? 


He moves to stand behind me, leaving me fully naked in 
front of the window, looking out. It feels so erotic and 
charged with risk. There is no darkened room with the 
lights turned out here like I always thought it would be. I 
didn’t know a man would ever want to look at my body like 
this, let alone worship it. But more than that it’s as though 
Tommy wants to show me off to the world, at the same time 
as I know that he would probably kill any man who tried to 
take me from him. 


After he touched me between my legs, I felt like I was going 
to explode. I want him so badly, even if he just licked like he 
did last night. I want to release this feeling, feel it wash 
over me again. The electricity is starting to crackle in my 
veins, and I need to let it out. 


“I would have waited until later,” he says. “After the food. 
After more. But I don’t think I can wait. I don’t think I can 
hold back.” As he speaks, his hands cup my breasts, my ass, 
run down between my legs. I feel the hardness of him 
pressed up against my back, both terrifyingly and enticingly 
large. 


“Don’t hold back,” I whisper, ready to beg him if I need to. 
“Don’t wait.” 


As if that was all he was waiting for, Tommy spins me 
around and captures my lips, kissing me hard and hungrily, 
his tongue searching deep. He moves me toward the bed as 
he does, then lifts me up and throws me on it, gently 
enough that it’s still exhilarating. 


He doesn’t climb over the top of me right away, but my 
complaint dies in my throat when I look up to see him 
furiously pulling off his own clothes, stripping off his shirt 
and pants until he’s only wearing his underwear, tented by 
a very obvious bulge. Barely anything is left to my 
imagination, and he doesn’t make me wait too long because 
in one fluid motion he yanks down his boxer briefs and 
stands proud and naked before me. 


I take him in as he pauses for a moment, his abs, his thickly 
muscled arms, and strong legs, all so perfectly proportioned 
against his tall frame. His cock stands tall and thick 
between his legs, making me gulp. It’s so big, will it even fit 
inside me? All I know is that I want to find out. 


Then he’s in motion again, crawling up over the top of me, 
his body above mine. It feels so much more intimate than 
last time, now with no clothes between us, nothing to stop 
the glide of skin on skin. 


I watch breathlessly as Tommy kisses me deeply one more 
time and then moves, positioning himself so that our hips 


are aligned, takes his length in his own hand, and lines it up 
with my entrance. I can’t help but shudder as it brushes 
against me for the first time, a combination of apprehension 
and anticipation and need and longing and arousal. 


But he pauses there as he presses against me, not quite yet 
moving inside. He waits until I look up at his face, and his 
eyes burn into me, fierce and dark, setting me on fire. 
“You’re mine,” he says, and I only have time to nod once in 
total agreement before I feel the pressure of him entering 
me. 


I gasp out loud at the sensation, stretching - surely, he 
won't fit? Surely, this was a bad idea. We must not be 
anatomically compatible - maybe that’s why there are no 
other women around here - but the thoughts are blasted 
out of my head as he eases in a little deeper, and deeper, 
and deeper still. I find my eyes closed and open them to 
watch again, seeing how so little of him is already inside 
me, yet it feels like so much. 


I whimper and pant for breath as he slowly fills me. I never 
imagined it could feel like this - the sensation of having 
something inside, something hot and soft and hard at the 
same time and living and moving - so incredibly strange 
and exotic, and so unbelievably right. I clutch onto the 
sheets for support and take large handfuls of the silky 
material, only heightening the sensory pleasure of it all, the 
tightness gradually giving way to something else. To a good 
feeling, to the urge to move, to buck my hips, to have him 
all the way inside of me. Even if I don’t know what to do, my 
body does. 


Finally, finally, he seems to bottom out, letting out a groan of 
satisfaction as he stops moving. Tommy holds there for a 
moment before drawing back, and then slowly pushing back 


in, and soon we’re starting to build our own rhythm, to 
gradually speed up, gathering steam. 


The stars are back and dancing in my blood again, 
spreading from that point of contact between us, fizzing in 
my veins and making me start to lose track of who I am or 
where I am, or what the world around me is. I begin to lift 
my hips to meet his, desperate to have him all the way 
inside, the place where it feels most right like he’s always 
belonged there and we’ve only just realized it. 


I run my hands over his chest, his thickly corded arms, as 
his hands seek out my nipples, squeeze my breasts, sending 
extra jolts of pleasure running through me. I hear a loud 
cry and realize it came from my own mouth, realize that I’m 
unable to stop it from happening again and again as he 
thrusts and moves inside of me. I can only think about the 
fact that I want more, more, more - 


And then Tommy’s driving deep against a spot somewhere 
inside of me that makes the stars dance in front of my eyes, 
not just in my veins, and I can’t see or think or hear 
anything but - 


My body seems to explode and then dissolve, bursting into 
color, into pleasure pure, waves of it splashing through all 
of my veins and every single part of me down to the end of 
each strand of hair, and I lay for a moment completely 
dumbstruck, only dimly aware of Tommy shuddering and 
crying out above me before he drops to his elbows, head 
hanging down, beaded with sweat. 


CHAPTER SEVENTEEN 
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It takes me a long moment before I can move again, 
reluctantly pulling away from Carina to collapse onto the 
bed at her side. That was intense, a knee-buckling wave of 
pleasure spurred on by the feel of her coming around me, 
tightening and squeezing on me until I had no choice but to 
let go, filling her with my seed. Looking at her face, glowing 
and happy, I know it must have been the same for her. 
Intense - magical. More than we could have dreamed of. 


And I know why. Because only Carina could ever have been 
able to do that for me. My Carina. Mine, now, and always. 


When we’ve both regained our breath enough to speak, I 
drape a hand across her stomach, pulling her just a little 
closer so that I can kiss her hair and bury my nose against 
it. “My Carina,” I say out loud, just because I love the sound 
of it and the feel of it on my tongue. 


She makes a small, satisfied sound in the back of her throat, 
nestling against me just a little more. “That was amazing,” 
she says. 


“For me, too,” I agree. I slowly trail a finger down between 
her legs, to feel the stickiness where I filled her with my 
seed. The very thought sends another burst of desire 
through me. I haven’t felt this agile since I was in my 
twenties, how can I be ready to go again? And yet, I feel 
myself hardening again, as Carina moans and wiggles her 
hips against my exploring finger. 


“Do it again,” she whispers, so breathy I can barely be sure 
I understood her. 


“What do you want me to do?” I ask, even though I think I 
know - I just want to hear it. 


“T-take me again,” Carina says, clearer this time. 


I get out of the bed faster than it might have been thought 
possible, hard, and throbbing for her again, and come 
around to her side. I grin at her confused look as I grab her 
by the hand and pull her towards me, then towards the 
window. 


“Stand up against the glass,” I command, pushing her 
forward until her breasts touch the cool surface. She 
shudders at the cool touch on her sensitive skin, and I take 
advantage of the moment to reach down and lift one of her 
knees, resting my hand underneath it as support. 


“What are you doing?” Carina asks. 


I take a second to savor the moment, like this, her body 
pressed against the glass and her leg raised, she would be 
completely exposed if someone were to walk by. I dip my 
fingers inside her and find that she is just as excited by it as 
I am. I don’t give her any verbal reply, I line myself up with 
her entrance again and slowly push inside, grunting and 
sighing in pleasure as her wet heat envelops me again. 


And it is beautiful, the sight of her in front of me, rocking 
against the glass more and more with each thrust, but then 
pushing her own hips back, trying to fill herself with me. 
She pants and cries out at the enhanced sensation this 
angle provides, letting me get so deep inside her I have to 
roll my head back and think of something else to hold back 
from filling her immediately. Slowly I snake my free hand 
around to massage and rub her exactly where she seemed 
to like it the most yesterday until she’s panting and 
exclaiming loud ‘Ohs’ with each thrust. 


She comes riding me like that, one hand against the glass to 
support herself, her whole body shuddering and shaking 
with the force of the orgasm that rips through her. 


I’m just in tune with the world around me enough to hear 
the sound of a car pulling up on the gravel drive out front 
before I finish, pumping inside her with a shout as I spill my 
seed for the second time, giving her as much as she can 
take. 


“T have to leave but I’d better go and deal with that,” I pant 
against her neck. “Don’t go anywhere.” 


“Don’t worry,” Carina says, making me grin as she shakily 
walks over to the bed. “I don’t think I can.” 


CHAPTER EIGHTEEN 
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I can’t believe how amazing last night was. I’d dreamed, I’d 
imagined, but I never believed it could be as amazing as it 
really was. I was already asleep by the time Tommy came 
back to bed - I was so exhausted and floating on a cloud of 
bliss that I drifted off waiting for him - but when I wake up 
this morning, he’s right there next to me. 


I watch him for a moment, his eyes closed, his chest rising 
and falling evenly. Slowly. Just like last time, he looks softer 
this way, more real. I wonder how many - or rather, how 
few - people have ever seen this softer side of him. I doubt 
it would be a large number, simply from his reputation and 
the way he carries himself when anyone else is around. 


I glance at the clock and stifle a groan. I’ve woken early 
again, out of habit, even though I could be catching up on 
my sleep while I’m here. But the truth is, I feel well-rested. I 
don’t see the point in going back to sleep, and this door 
locks from the inside, there’s nothing stopping me from 
going out. 


I steal out of the bed without waking Tommy and get 
dressed, in yesterday’s clothes, thinking I can get changed 
as part of my wandering around. Well, if anything, I should 
have a shower first. Still, I need to go back to ‘my’ room in 
order to find something clean. 


I sneak out of the room, glancing back over my shoulder to 
verify that he hasn’t shifted in his sleep or shows any signs 
of waking as I leave. Then I start to wander the house 
again, exploring. I duck into one of the rooms along the hall, 
and look out of the window over the garden, dreaming a 
little. 


How amazing would it be to live here? To look out on this 
view every day? From up here, you can also see the city 
beginning beyond the wall, but down there it feels private 
and quiet. I would never have imagined how close we are to 
everything. It’s easy to see why Tommy chose this as his 
home. 


Though not quite why he needs so much space for only 
himself. 


“There you are.” 


I turn at the sound of his voice and smile, seeing him easing 
into the room bare-chested in a pair of loose pants. 


“I couldn’t convince myself to stay asleep past the normal 
time,” I explain. “You looked too peaceful to wake.” 


“T thought you might have gone.” He hangs his head for a 
moment before coming up to join me, turning me back to 
the window and wrapping his arms around me from behind. 
“T was worried that you took the first opportunity to leave.” 


I melt back against him, his strong chest holding me in 
place. “I didn’t want to go,” I say. Truthfully, I didn’t really 
think about it. Even as I registered the fact that I was able 


to wander around without Tommy stopping me, I didn’t 
think about leaving. 


If anything, I thought about staying. 


“Pm glad,” Tommy says, kissing my temple, and for a 
moment we stay like that, locked against one another, 
fitting together perfectly. 


“Do you really live here on your own?” 


Tommy makes a noise of surprise. “Yes. You don’t believe 
me?” 


I hesitate. “That’s not it,” I say. “It’s just... it’s so big, this 
house. It seems strange that you would live here without a 
family.” 


“Hmm.” 


I twist in his arms, to look up at his face, which is now set 
into hard lines again. I shouldn’t have said that. Maybe he 
didn’t want to be reminded that he lives here alone. “I’m 
sorry, I didn’t mean to be offensive or anything,” I say. 


“T wasn’t offended.” Tommy looks down at me, and his face 
seems to relax. “Carina, I don’t have a family. Not one of my 
own, at least. I waited for a long time for the right person to 
come along.” 


“The right person,” I repeated, taking in his words. So, he 
chose to be alone until now - because he was waiting for... 


For who? 


He strokes the side of my face with one finger, toying with a 
strand of my hair. “Yes, Carina.” He says it in that way of 
his, the way that makes my knees go weak. 


Surely, I’m wrong, but could he mean... me? 


There’s a noise outside and Tommy’s attention shifts, and he 
sighs. “I’m sorry I took so long last night. When I came back 
to bed, you were already asleep.” 


“That’s alright,” I say lightly, wanting to distract from 
whatever intensity it was that just passed between us. “I 
was worn out.” 


“I have some other things to deal with today,” he says and 
sighs again. “I tried to clear my schedule, but...” 


“You run a business,” I say. “I understand. It’s not like I 
don’t have any experience in that, even if your business is 
very different from what I’m used to. I know how it can be.” 


“Thank you,” Tommy says, leaning down to kiss me again. 
“You are just what I need. Did you know that?” 


A warmth spreads through my body at his words. “I didn’t,” 
I say, smiling. 


“Then you know it now,” he says, kissing me one final time. 
“Why don’t you shower and get changed? I’ll be back to join 
you as soon as I can. We can have breakfast together.” 


I nod happily. “Alright.” 


And I watch him go, his strong, half-naked body a sight for 
my eyes, feeling the lingering warmth and the squeeze of 
my heart. I’m just what he needs. And I hope against hope 
that I can stay that way. 


CHAPTER NINETEEN 
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I can’t help but picture Carina in my home as I walk 
through it, my mind full of what I have to take care of. I pass 
rooms and I swear I can almost hear the laughter of 
children coming out of them, followed by Carina’s voice, as 
if I already have a family here. It seems to fit so perfectly. I 
see her in my mind’s eye walking up the stairs with a baby 
in her arms, and I know I have to make it happen. My hands 
clench into fists involuntarily, thinking of the possibility that 
it might be taken away. 


I always get what I want, and this is no exception. I won’t 
let anyone ruin this. I gave us a week - and TIl take a week, 
no matter what. 


“When did he call?” I ask Enzo, keeping my voice low even 
though I know there’s no way she can hear me down there. 


“About an hour ago, boss,” Enzo says, handing me the 
phone with the call log displayed. “He said he’s ready to pay 
now. Early, too. Must be keen to get his daughter back.” 


I pause for a moment, looking murderously at the phone. 
Damnit. Of all the things that could happen to throw a 
wrench in my plans, Donovan Bianco actually coming up 
with the money early was not one I had ever imagined. 


“Alright,” I say. “Pl talk to him. You wait here.” 


I step outside of the room and into another space. I could 
go outside, but I’m worried she will hear me through the 
glass. No, I stand in the hall where, to the best of my 
knowledge, no one is around. I don’t want anyone to hear. I 
want to deal with this quietly and quickly and then go back 
upstairs to her. 


“Hello?” 


“Donovan Bianco,” I say his name flatly, wait for recognition 
to set in. 


“T-Tommy? Is that you?” 
“Yes, it’s me.” 


“T have the money... I can bring it to you today. As soon as 
you like. Anywhere you like. Please, send Carina back to 
me.” 


“That wasn’t the deal,” I tell him, leaning back against the 
paneled wood of the walls. “Our deal was that I take your 
daughter for a week, and you pay me back at the end of it.” 


“What? But...” Donovan seems to falter as he reaches some 
kind of mental leap about what that means. “What are you 
doing to her? She - she’s not part of the payment! You can’t 
touch her!” 


I already have, I think, just not in the despicable way that 
Donovan is imagining. “Relax, Donovan. Your daughter is 
fine.” I grit my teeth a second, trying to walk the thin line 
between fighting to keep her here just a little bit longer and 


not riling her father any further. After all, if we’re going to 
be together, I’m sure she would like to have his approval. 
“T’m busy today. You'll have to wait until tomorrow.” 


“Tomorrow?” I hear Donovan’s voice sink along with his 
mood. “Can’t I hand the money to one of your men?” 


“No,” I tell him flatly. “I want to see you in person. Make the 
handover. We have things to discuss.” 


“I’m paying back the loan in full,” Donovan protests. Damn, 
I just want him to shut up and go away, and leave me my 
last day. I don’t want to have to try to explain every single 
step of this to him. Not when I can’t even tell him the real 
reason. That I just want to have some more time with his 
daughter before she has to decide whether to stay with me 
for good or not. “There’s nothing else... is there?” 


“We'll talk about it tomorrow,” I say, in a brusque tone that I 
hope will encourage him not to push it any further. “rll have 
someone contact you with the details of time and place. 
Goodbye, Donovan.” 


I hang up the phone without giving him a chance to reply, 
and then press the device against my forehead, thinking. I 
have to make this last. One last day to persuade her. If she 
doesn’t see already that we belong together, I don’t know 
what else I can do. 


But that doesn’t mean I’m not going to try. 


CHAPTER TWENTY 


( arina 


Tommy appears while I’m braiding my hair, tucking it away 
so that it can dry without getting into my face. 


“Did you manage to sort everything out?” I ask, finishing off 
fastening a tie around the bottom of the braid. 


“I did.” Tommy comes to stand in front of me, cupping my 
face in his hands. “What do you want to do today?” 


“I don’t know.” I think about it for a moment. “We could just 
stay here, in your room.” 


Tommy’s mouth curves into a wicked smile. “But what might 
we do all day?” 


I bite my lip shyly, fighting the blush that I can feel rising up 
in my cheeks. “I can think of a few things.” 


Tommy laughs and bends to kiss me, and doesn’t stop there. 
Before long we're naked again, touching each other, 
embracing, kissing, warming up to the real thing. As he 
slides home inside of me, I get a sudden pang that hits me 


right in the chest, the thought that this might be only the 
beginning of the end. 


I don’t know what will happen when our time is up and my 
Dad has to pay. I don’t know if I will be forced to go home 
no matter what I want. Would Tommy even want me to stay 
here, or is all this just talk? Just a fantasy to fill his days 
before I leave? 


He’s a busy man, and I’ve seen how much it affects his life. 
Before this, it seems that his life was only business, with no 
room for pleasure. He told me he’d tried to clear his 
schedule, but even so, he’s had to duck out time and again 
to deal with business matters. How much worse is it 
usually? Surely, he doesn’t have time for me? 


I try to push it away, letting myself fade deeper into the 
blissful feeling of being in his arms again, of having him 
inside me. The heat crackling between us, the way that he 
makes me gasp and call out his name just by shifting, it’s 
enough to clear my head again and again and again. 


But still, in those slow moments, in those times when we lay 
beside each other recovering our stamina, in those breaks 
for food and drink, the doubts return. When my Dad comes 
tomorrow, what will happen? Am I going to have to say 
goodbye to Tommy forever? Will my Dad forbid me from 
seeing him ever again if he finds out what we’ve been up 
to? 


If I get the chance to make the choice, will Tommy even 
want me to stay? Is there room here in his life for me? 


All I know is that if it can’t happen between us, I don’t want 
to know. I lay beside Tommy in bed as the night draws in 
and I utter a silent prayer to whoever might be listening. If 
tomorrow will be the end, then just leave me here. Never 


moving forward, never back. I will live in this day for the 
rest of my life. 


Anything to avoid losing him and having to go back to my 
normal life, alone, without him. 


CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE 
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I wake before Carina on our final morning, somehow 
managing to beat her. I suppose her habitual inclination to 
wake up with the dawn has faded away a little after the 
amount of sheer athletic effort we went through yesterday. 


I’m feeling good, even though I know this might be it. The 
last moment. I watch her face as she sleeps, so soft and 
peaceful, so beautiful. I will remember this moment for the 
rest of my life. 


Except, I won’t need to, because I will see it every morning. 
I am Tommy Lucio, I remind myself. I don’t need permission 
from anyone. While it would be nice to have Donovan on- 
side when I marry his daughter, it won’t make a difference. 
She isn’t going anywhere. She’ll stay by my side. I know it. 
All that remains is to see how the day will play out. 


Since I know that later may be difficult for her, I will do 
what I can to release the tension of the morning and make 
it as enjoyable for Carina as possible. I watch as she slowly 
stirs awake and lean down to kiss her lips. 


“Good morning.” 


“Morning.” Carina blinks at me with a sleepy smile, and 
then I see it tighten just for a moment. She must have 
remembered what day it is. No - she isn’t going anywhere. I 
smile at her encouragingly. 


“Ready for another day?” I ask. “I have a great lunch 
planned. And you still have some things you haven’t worn 
yet. You should try something on.” 


Carina stretches and sits up in bed, looking across the 
room. I had the racks brought in here yesterday while we 
were eating, so she could have easy access to her new 
things. She gets up and wanders over to them, wearing just 
my shirt from yesterday, buttoned-up over her body. It 
sends my blood pumping like crazy. I want to jump her 
bones right now, but it’s even sweeter to wait. 


“T think I’ll wear this today,” she says, grabbing a simple 
black dress with flattering lines and a draping detail across 
the chest. 


I don’t miss the choice of the color, black like today is a bad 
day. When she starts to open the bags containing the lacy 
lingerie she hasn’t yet worn, I spring up out of the bed and 
stop her. 


“Nothing from there today,” I tell her, catching her wrist 
with a grin and throwing the pieces she had picked out 
back into the bag. 


“What do you mean?” Carina asks, with a half-laugh. “I have 
to get dressed.” 


“You do,” I say, pulling her against my body as I kiss her. 
“But that doesn’t mean you have to wear underwear.” 


I laugh at the look on her face, a mixture of shock and heat, 
and I slip my hand down between her legs for good 
measure. I stroke her, until her lips part with pleasure, and 
then stop, stepping back. I feel like teasing her today. Like 
building it up, taking it slow. Making it all the more 
powerful for the both of us when it does happen. 


I watch her dress and then choose some things from my 
own closet. I look across the space thoughtfully, wondering 
what I will move and to where in order to accommodate her 
things. No, it would be better to dedicate a whole room as a 
walk-in closet for her. That way she can have as many things 
as she likes, and not be limited by space. 


“So, what’s for lunch?” she asks, smoothing the dress down. 


I think of her nakedness under the fabric and can’t help but 
lick my lips, picturing how I will get my hands on her later. 
“You'll just have to wait and see,” I say. 


Carina rolls her eyes at me with a smile. “Alright,” she says. 
“I’m going to go put on some makeup.” 


I nod as I watch her go into the bathroom, where she’s 
already set herself up with the things she needs. In such a 
short time, she feels not only like she belongs here, but that 
she already lives here. I can’t let her just walk out later 
today. If I have my way - and I always have my way - she’ll 
be coming right back here later. 


I lounge around, answering a few messages on my phone, 
as I wait for her to be ready. When she emerges, I can’t 
help but raise my eyebrows. She always looks stunning, but 
with her hair done and makeup carefully applied, I can’t 
help but feel my heart throb in my chest. 


And something else throbs, too. 


“Damn,” I say, appreciatively. “I swear, you’re trying to give 
me a heart attack today.” 


She blushes and smooths her skirt down, once again 
drawing my attention back to the fact that, at my own 
request, she’s wearing nothing underneath. “I wanted to 
look pretty,” she says. “But I feel.. naughty.” 


I bite my lip and shake my head at her. “It’s time for lunch,” 
I tell her. “Stop that talk, before I have to take you and my 
chef walks in on us.” 


Carina giggles and we walk downstairs, to the kitchen. I 
have a dining room, but it’s set for a much larger table, and 
it feels too formal for meals between just the two of us. So, 
yesterday, and today as well, we eat at the kitchen island. 


Chef has already prepared what I asked him for, some 
traditional Italian dishes, exactly the kind of food that both 
Carina and I love. I spend the time watching her face as I’ve 
grown to enjoy doing, seeing how she slides her eyes closed 
with joy at the first taste of each dish, rolling her eyes and 
giving her compliments to the Chef. As soon as his back is 
turned, I sneak my hand onto her knee, and then, just to 
make her squeal, slip it under her dress. 


“Tommy!” she admonishes me, with wide eyes. 


I only grin back. “What?” I say innocently, my hand safely 
back on my chair by the time Chef has turned around to see 
what’s going on. 


Carina giggles and blushes in return, shaking her head in 
disbelief. I lick my fork suggestively, and she dissolves even 
further, leaving Chef shaking his head in confusion. 


After lunch, I entice her back upstairs with me. I know her 
father will be here soon. I know we only have a little time 
left. But I want to remind her - to surround her with the 


things that I’ve given her. The place where we connected 
the most. The crumpled sheets left from two straight days 
of love-making, over and over until both of us could hardly 
stand. 


She traces a hand over the dresses, looking sad. “I loved 
having all of these to choose from,” she says. 


“What do you mean, loved?” I ask, nuzzling her neck from 
behind. “They’re yours. I meant that.” 


“Oh,” Carina says, a small sound in the back of her throat. I 
can’t tell if she’s happy or still upset. I’m about to ask when 
I hear something else, gravel crunching on the drive. 


It must be Donovan, arriving with the money. 


I head over to the window, trying to look down. I can’t see a 
thing. Donovan won’t come past this way, of course. But I 
know it’s him. He’s here to take his daughter away. 


It’s not going to happen. 


And I need to leave my mark on Carina so that we both 
know it’s not. 


CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO 
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This is it. The last moment of my last day with Tommy. 


I didn’t want it to come to an end. Now that it’s here, I just 
don’t know what to do with myself. My limbs feel frozen. 
What if I just stand here and refuse to move? What if I 
never move again? 


Tommy turns from the window, looking at me with a fierce 
expression on his face. He moves toward the door, and I go 
to follow him, resigned to accepting my fate. But Tommy 
doesn’t go out through the door - he closes it, slamming it 
shut, and turns the lock. 


“Tommy?” I breathe. 


“Bend over the table,” Tommy says, his voice rough and 
heavy. I look at his face, his eyes lidded with desire, and I 
don’t dare disobey. Not only because I want to do what he 
tells me, to make him want to let me stay, but also because 
of the gush of wetness between my legs at that voice. 


I move to the table he motions as quickly as I can and grasp 
the dark wood, bending over it. It sits at just above the 
height of my hips, making me lift up a little - putting me 
into the perfect position for him. Tommy yanks the bottom 
of my dress up and throws it forward, leaving my exposed 
ass pointing up into the air. 


The first thing I feel is his fingers, pushing my legs further 
apart and then plunging inside me. He lets out a moan at 
the same time as I do, as he feels how wet I am. The next 
thing I know, I hear the sound of his zipper and he plunges 
fully inside me without warning, right up to the hilt. 


I cry out in both surprise and ecstasy, the feeling of being 
completely filled exactly what I needed at this moment. 
God, he feels so good inside of me. He begins to thrust 
quick and hard, rocking me forward and against the table, 
so furiously it’s like he has a vendetta against it. 


“He’s not taking you back,” Tommy says, gasping between 
thrusts. “You’re mine. I won’t allow it.” 


“T,” I try, struggling to find enough breath to even say a 
single word. “I - won’t go... I don’t - want to - leave you...” 


Tommy only grips my hips harder and thrusts faster at my 
words, pumping in and out of me so fast I feel the pressure 
building up inside me like never before. It comes so quickly 
I barely have time to prepare mentally for it to happen, and 
then I’m gasping and twitching under him, feeling pure 
ecstasy wash over me in waves that leave my head spinning. 


Tommy throws his head back and comes, filling me with his 
seed in quick, sharp jerks, then hesitating for only a 
moment before pulling out with a satisfied grunt. I feel it 
drip out of me, then slide down my leg, as I cling to the 
table and try to regain my own breath. 


“Alright,” Tommy says. “Let’s go meet your father.” 


“I should clean up first,” I say, casting around for a towel I 
can use to clean up, some panties to put on. 


“No,” Tommy says roughly, that edge to his voice again that 
makes my head spin. “Don’t clean yourself up. You’re 
marked. You’ll leave my mark on you.” 


I practically feel like purring as I straighten up and look at 
him, rearranging my dress so that it falls naturally. 
“Because I’m yours.” 


“Exactly,” Tommy breathes, lifting my chin with his fingers 
to kiss me deeply for just a moment. 


“Boss?” 


The knock on the door came not a second too soon. Tommy 
opens the door to reveal Ricky standing on the other side of 
it, looking nervous. “Donovan Bianco is here,” Tommy 
states. “I know. We’re coming.” 


“He’s in the entrance hall,” Ricky says. “We didn’t know 
where you wanted him.” 


“In the sitting room,” Tommy says decisively. “Clear 
everyone else out. We’re not to be disturbed, no matter how 
long it takes. And, Ricky?” 


“Yes, boss?” 


“I want you outside the room where I can call on you if I 
need you. But only if you’re called, understand?” 


“Got it, boss.” 


Tommy reaches for my hand and I take it, following him 
nervously to meet my father, wishing we could just turn 
around and go back to do what we just did again - 


something I’m not going to be able to forget, given that I 
can still feel him deep inside me. 


CHAPTER TWENTY-THREE 
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The air is tense and awkward from the moment we step 
inside the room to meet Carina’s father - with her hand still 
firmly in mine. 


“I have the money,” he starts, but cuts himself off, looking 
between us. 


“Dad,” Carina starts, clearly ready to explain everything. 


“What... is going on here?” Donovan interrupts. I have the 
feeling that he really doesn’t want to know. “I have the 
money to pay her ransom. You must give her back to me.” 


“She’s free to go if she wants to,” I tell him, short and to the 
point. “In fact, she’s been free to go for a while. I told her 
she could return to you, and I wouldn’t stop her.” 


Donovan frowns. “Then... you don’t want the money?” 


“T don’t,” I say, glancing at the duffel bag he’s brought with 
him and away. “But that’s not the point, really.” 


“Then, what is?” 


I actually feel sorry for the man. He looks totally lost, 
bewildered. This can’t be easy for him. He thought he was 
dealing with one situation, but he’s been thrust into 
another. 


“Daddy,” Carina starts again. “Something happened while I 
was here.” 


“What?” 


“We fell in love,” I say, taking over as she hesitates. It must 
be hard for her to say it, to explain how we came together 
to her Dad. But I can take control of that part. Negotiating, 
after all, is what I’m good at. 


Donovan barks a laugh. “That’s funny. The money is there 
on the table. Carina, we’re going.” 


“No,” she says. “It’s not a joke.” 


Donovan’s face turns thunderous. “It this a joke,” he says. 
“It has to be. Love? This man doesn’t know the meaning of 
it. 

I snort. “Mr. Bianco, you don’t know me. We have not, in 
fact, ever met.” 


“Its Mr. Bianco now, is it?” Donovan turns on me. “Did you 
tell her I wanted to take her home yesterday? When you 
threatened me on the phone?” 


Carina looks at me. “I didn’t really threaten you,” I shrug. “I 
told you to wait a day.” 


“Why?” Carina asks. 


“Because I wanted more time,” I say simply, looking into her 
eyes. I see her acceptance there. Even if she isn’t pleased 
that I didn’t tell her about her father’s call, she isn’t 
swayed. She will stay by my side. 


“Dad, I... I’ve never met anyone who’s ever made me feel 
like this,” Carina begins. 


“Of course not!” her father explodes. “You’re eighteen! 
You’ve barely met anyone!” 


“But neither have I,” I interject. “And I was eighteen a long 
time ago.” 


“... Exactly!” Donovan says, and I regret giving him another 
objection - though it most likely would have happened 
anyway. “ You’re old enough to - well, to be me!” 


“Not quite,” I say, raising an eyebrow at his greying hair 
and beer belly. “There is an age gap, yes. But it’s not 
insurmountable.” 


“Tt doesn’t make a difference to me,” Carina adds. 


“And he’s a violent man,” Donovan continues as if she hasn’t 
said a thing. “A man like that - you want to be with him? 
After knowing him a few days, you think he won’t hurt you? 
Won’t get you into trouble?” 


I bristle at that, but it’s Carina who speaks up. “He’s not 
violent at heart,” she says. “He’s gentle. I shouldn’t say it, 
because he doesn’t want to show weakness. But he’s strong 
and safe, and caring, and gentle. Daddy, it’s true. I mean it. 
He would never hurt me.” 


“The time we’ve known each other means nothing,” I add. 
“T know this feeling in my chest. Carina is the one I’ve been 
waiting for. The only one for me.” 


“This is...” Donovan looks between us as if he still can’t 
believe it. I have to do something drastic - something to 
show him what I feel. It’s lucky that I’d already come 
prepared with such a gesture. 


And so much more than a gesture, too. 


“If you doubt me, then I will give you assurance,” I say to 
him, making sure I have his attention. “I will put my entire 
empire at risk. Do you understand? I will make it possible 
for her to destroy what I have worked for and walk away 
with at least half.” 


He doesn’t seem to comprehend, and looking down, neither 
does Carina. 


“Carina,” I say, dropping to one knee as I reach inside my 
jacket pocket for the box. “It’s been a short time, but I’m 
sure. Simply put, sweetheart, will you marry me?” 


Carina stares at me for a long moment, then down at the 
ring. I know she must recognize it. The style is exactly the 
same as the necklace - part of a matching set that my 
great-grandfather gave my great-grandmother a long time 
ago. 


“Yes,” she says, tears welling in her eyes as her hand 
springs to her mouth. “Oh, God, Tommy, yes! 


I grin as she begins to cry with happiness. I jump to my feet 
and sweep her off hers, and into my arms. I spin her 
around, and when I set her down, I almost forget that 
anyone else in the room exists. 


Except that one person does, and I can’t forget about him. 
The most important person in Carina’s life until now. 


Donovan is staring at us with a misty-eyed expression, 
trying unsuccessfully to hold a frown. At last, he sighs. “I 
can’t say I’m fully on board with this,” he says, looking at 
Carina until he turns to aim his next words at me. “But if 
you make my little girl happy, there’s not much I can find 
fault with. You’d just better make sure you take care of her.” 


“T will,” I tell him, a vow from the depths of my heart that 
will never break. “I will keep her in safety and in luxury. 


Whatever she wants or needs, she will have. And you - I will 
protect you, and your business. You won’t want for anything 
else. The money you were going to repay me - keep it, and 
invest it.” 


Donovan nods slowly, and I look back to Carina. Now that 
he’s on our side, there’s only one person that matters. My 
future wife. 


I just know we’re going to be the happiest married couple 
in the world. 


“So, when do you want to set the date?” I ask. 


“As soon as possible, please?” Carina says, her voice choked 
with emotion as her smile lights up the room. 


EPILOGUE 
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“T’m back!” 


There’s nothing that can soothe away the stress of a 
business meeting with a rival family other than coming 
home and finding my own waiting for me. 


As soon as I enter the house and shout those words across 
the entrance hall, like magic, people appear. Enzo, my 
second in command who now runs most of the day-to-day 
business, appears from the sitting room to hand me a sheaf 
of papers. 


“Today’s reports, boss.” 
“Thank you, Enzo. I'll take a look at them later.” 


He nods and disappears, knowing when he’s been 
dismissed. Across the other side of the hall, above me and 
starting to come down, are the people I really want to see. 
Carina looks just as beautiful and radiant as I always knew 
she would with our daughter in her arms, the baby twisting 
around to look at me with an excited smile. 


“Look, Donna!” Carina says, bouncing her up and down on 
her hip. “Daddy’s home!” 


Donna burbles happily and reaches out her hands, opening 
and closing her fists to tell us what she wants. As I meet my 
wife at the bottom of the staircase, I lift Donna into my 
arms, kissing first her forehead and then Carina’s mouth. 


“Oh, boss lady,” Enzo says, reappearing with that magic 
touch he seems to have developed. “I have some reports for 
you, too.” 


Carina tilts her head at the nickname the men have given to 
her, ever since she took on the work as official accountant 
for our business - both the legal side and the illegal one. 
She takes the papers from Enzo and tucks them under her 
arm, combining them with mine so I can hold Donna more 
easily. “Thank you, Enny,” she says. “Pl take these upstairs, 
darlings. You go on through. The chef should be ready with 
dinner soon.” 


I nod and move through the house. The whole place seems 
livelier these days than it ever has in years. The dining table 
is set, and all of the chairs but three are full. It was Carina’s 
idea that we all eat together on Friday evenings, not just 
our biological family but the family that works with us too, 
whoever doesn’t need to be on duty. It’s brought us all 
closer, and I know exactly who I have to thank for that. 


I get Donna set up in her high chair, making sure that she’s 
strapped in securely, and sit back in my own seat at the 
head of the table. Carina soon joins me at my right, as the 
chef serves up a hearty Italian meal. 


Conversation, good food, wine, and family. These are the 
precious treasures that we fill our lives with. I nod around 
the table, though I feel a little distracted today. I can’t wait 


for the men to leave for their own homes, to finish our 
weekly ritual. I want to be with my wife, my child. 


I can’t help but burst into laughter, though, when Donna 
happily flings a spoonful of spaghetti sauce right into 
Ricky’s lap - leaving him gaping and furious, but equally 
flabbergasted by the fact that he can’t exactly yell at a baby. 


“Christ,” is all he manages to mutter at last, amongst the 
laughter of everyone else around the table. 


“TIl get you a napkin,” Carina grins, getting up and 
disappearing into the kitchen to fetch one. 


And I know exactly why she started this tradition because 
together, we’re stronger. As a family, we’re stronger. 
Through the good times and the bad, the tears and 
especially the laughter, we become bonded. 


I have the family I chose, and the family that chose me. And 
I would never want to be without either one of them. 


EXTENDED EPILOGUE 
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“Oh, God, Tommy,” I say, feeling his arms wrap around me 
from behind. “I didn’t know you were there.” 


He chuckles deep into my ear as he kisses my neck. “I was 
just checking the rest of the house. Do you know what I 
found?” 


“What?” 


“No one.” Tommy gives the skin at my collarbone a 
significant nip. “We’re alone.” 


“Except for the kids,” I point out, though his kisses are 
incredibly distracting. 


“The kids are asleep.” 


I frown. “It’s the middle of the afternoon. They can’t be.” 
Donna is five, and Tommy Jr had his fourth birthday last 
week - and then there’s Andrea, who’s only two. Normally 
they run around, wearing me ragged, never pausing for a 
moment. Having all three of them asleep at once - it doesn’t 
seem possible. 


“T left them in front of a Disney movie, snoring their little 
butts off. They’ll be out for a good while, it looks like.” 


I bite my lip. “If that’s true, then, Tommy... ?” 
tt Yes?” 
“Why are we still standing around down here?” 


Tommy whips around in front of me, grinning as he lifts me 
into his arms. I resist the urge to scream and potentially 
wake the children as he carries me up the stairs, heading 
straight for our bedroom - the one with the lock on the 
door. 


“Its been too long since we did this,” Tommy says, 
unzipping the back of my dress and helping me wiggle out 
of it. 


“We had sex last night,” I frown. If there’s one thing that 
can be said about our marriage, it’s that the passion has 
never died. He still can’t keep his hands off me, and I feel 
the same way about him. 


“In the daytime, I mean,” Tommy says. His eyes dart over to 
the window with a wicked grin. “Do you remember...” 


“What? This?” I say, doing my sexiest walk over to the 
window in just my lingerie. Then I stumble and swear, 
realizing I’ve tripped on one of the kids’ discarded toys, a 
miniature plane that seems to have become embedded in 
the carpet. 


Tommy laughs as he follows me, helping me stand and 
regain my balance. “A lot of things have changed, huh?” 


“Good thing some things stay the same,” I say, reaching to 
cup the bulge in the front of his pants. 


“That’s true,” he says. “I’m never going to be able to resist 
you in lingerie.” 


As he finishes undressing me, I think about how far we’ve 
come, and yet how we’ve managed to remain the same. Still 
so in love, sharing every day together, working together, 
raising the children together. As he slips inside me and I 
start to feel stars run through my veins again, I think of all 
the things we share, our family, the business and everything 
that comes with it, and our home. And when we both 
collapse on the bed afterward, panting for breath and 
contemplating round two, I think of what’s yet to come. The 
thing he doesn’t know about yet. 


“So, Tommy,” I say, casually, turning to face him. “What do 
you think about Lorenzo?” 


Tommy cocks an eyebrow. “You mean, Enzo? Uh, I think 
he’s doing a good job.” 


“No, honey,” I say. “What do you think about Lorenzo as a 
baby name?” 


It takes a moment for the penny to drop. “You mean, 
we're...” 


“Going to need another crib?” I grin. “Yes, baby. We are.” 


Tommy pulls me into his arms with a shout that will almost 
certainly wake the kids downstairs, but for a moment, I 
don’t care. I have everything I could have asked for in the 
world, and every time I think it might be enough, the 
universe gives me one more thing and breaks my heart with 
the sheer happiness I thought it would be impossible to feel. 


The stars are in my veins for a different reason now, 
buzzing and fizzing beneath my skin. And I know that no 
matter how long we’re together, Tommy will always find a 
way to make me feel like this. 


And I always will be his, his captive. 


Because he captured my heart the first moment I saw him. 
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